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Bodom After Midnight 


"Henkka you bastard!" | laughed as he tackled me to the ground, snow getting in my hair and all over my 
clothes. It was fucking freezing and yet here we were, drunk and wandering the streets of fucking New York 


like idiots. But you do not mess with my hair. Unless you're ready for revenge of course. 
"Take that motherfucker!" | cried, rolling over so | was on top of him and began shoving snow in his face, hair, 
and down his shirt. He was screaming and squirming, trying to get away from me until | finally decided he'd had 


enough and let him go. 


"Shit Alexi," Henkka panted, stripping off his shirt to release the snow inside. "You've got it coming now." 


"What?" | asked confused, spinning around just in time to see Jaska launch himself at me, bringing me once 
again into the snowy abyss. Not that we weren't used to snow, being from Finland and all, but it still wasn't 


exactly pleasant. 


As | wrestled around with him, trying to get out from underneath his snow-filled fists, | caught a glimpse of 
all of my other bandmates in similar positions, rolling around in the snow, a few of them somehow stripped 


down to just boxers? 


We really were complete and utter idiots. But that's why it was fun 


"Sorry," Henkka said for the ten millionth time as we walked down some back alley, passing around a bottle of 
Jack Daniels, getting increasingly wasted. He'd actually managed to get snow down Janne's boxers, which is 
pretty impressive considering Janne was one of the ones that had kept his pants on. | couldn't tell if Henkka 
was just so drunk that he was forgetting his previous apologies or if he was truly this torn up about it. In any 


case it was kind of hilarious. 


"Dude, it's fine," Janne said, still wincing a little. | have to admit, | felt a little sorry for the poor guy. Getting it 


in the face was bad enough, not to mention... ouch. 


"Do you want me to kiss them better?" | offered, grinning innocently at Janne, before erupting into fits of 
laughter at his blushing cheeks. He was so cute, in that puppy dog kind of way. Like you just wanted to give 
him a big hug. Until you saw him drink and realized he wasn't actually so shy and innocent. He was the best 


drinking buddy, something | figured out quite quickly when he joined the band. 

"Maybe later." he replied, winking, regaining his composure. 

‘Is a one-time offer dude. No postponements or refunds. Sorry," | shrugged, taking another swig of alcohol. 
"Fine then. Come on," Janne smirked, motioning for me to come over while unbuttoning his pants. | walked over 
and put my hands on his hips, sticking my fingers inside the waistband of his pants, obviously catching him by 
surprise as | leaned in so our faces were almost touching. 

"You wish," | whispered into his ear, standing on my tiptoes to reach, pulling back to lick the side of his face. In 
response | got a small shove and a mock slap to the face that sent me reeling back, laughing hysterically while 
Janne chuckled as well. 


God | was drunk. Tomorrow would be hell, like always. But | was used to it. 


"If you two are done flirting, | think it's time to go back to the bus. It's cold and we have a show tomorrow," 
Roope said. 


"What time is it?" Janne asked. 

"3:30 am." 

"Correction We have a show today." 

"Shit," | groaned. | needed to crash pronto. | was tired as fuck and | had to play later today. Its hard to believe 


that we've been out here fucking around and shit for almost four hours. Damn, where does the time go when 


I'm with these motherfuckers? 

Well, we eventually did make it back to the bus unharmed. 

Most of the guys just kind of collapsed as soon as we entered, on the floor, on a table, a few making it to an 
actual bed, but | just took my time, heading to the bathroom to brush my teeth. | hated waking up with that 
disgusting taste in my mouth so if | was awake enough | was going to get some toothpaste in there. 

| looked in the mirror while | brushed, taking in my appearance. Ugh. | looked drunk and tired. And like I'd just 
rolled around in snow. | needed a shower tomorrow. It was too late tonight but | couldn't well go to the show 
looking like this. 

For the time being | pulled my hair back into a loose ponytail and tried to wipe at some smeared eyeliner 
beneath my eyes, which proved to be rather futile so | just spit out my toothpaste and splashed some water 


on my face. 


Except when | glanced in the mirror | caught a flash of something that wasn't supposed to be there. Holy shit. 
| think | just saw a ghost. 


"Fuck!" 
"Alexi?" 


"Holy shit Janne! How long have you been here?" | asked, heart rate still a little high. Good news: it wasn't a 
ghost.. 


"Two minutes?" 
"Ummm... might | ask why?" 


| was watching you brush your teeth," he said, like that was a completely valid reason to scare the shit out 


of me. 


"Okay, whatever. I'm done so you can do whatever it is you've been waiting to do." 
| wasn't waiting to do anything. l'm not ready to go to sleep.” 


"Dude, we have a show tomorrow. Today. Get some sleep anyway or you're gonna crash," | said, patting him on 


the shoulder. 
"But Alexi, you still haven't kissed them better," he whined, giving me his best puppy dog look. 


"What the fuck are you - oh. Oooohhhh," realization finally dawned on me. "Haha nice try. | think you're a little 
drunk and need to get some sleep. Come on," | tried to lead him out of the bathroom but he wouldn't budge. 


"lim not tired though. And l'm not that drunk" 
| rolled my eyes, turning to face him, about to say something else when he pulled me into a big hug. This 
behavior was.. rather odd. Especially odd when | felt his lips on my neck, nuzzling into my shoulder and kissing 


me. And even odder when his hands simultaneously began to slip up my shirt. 


| squirmed out from under his grip pretty easily, backing up into the opposite wall, as far away from him as 
possible. The look on his face was kind of confused and dazed at the same time. 


"Janne, get some sleep please," | sighed, rubbing at my neck 
"Why?" 
"You're really fucking drunk dude. You're gonna regret this in the morning. Trust me." 


"Regret what exactly?" he smirked, taking a step toward me. | instinctively attempted to back up further only 
to find that | was indeed still against the wall. 


"You know what l'm talking about," | accused, glaring at him. 

"Well, you're pretty drunk too you know." 

"So? I'm not the one making sexual advances here." 

"Is it bothering you," he continued to walk toward me until we were inches apart, "Allu?" 


He put his hand in my hair and leaned in to bite my ear, kind of massaging the back of my head through the 


blonde locks. 


"Uhhhh, yea," | gasped when | felt his teeth on me. | had a thing for being bitten, okay? Its not like | was 
fucking turned on or anything. 


"You look hot when you're turned on," he whispered into my ear, leaning back to rest his forehead on mine. So 
maybe | was turned on It's not because | thought Janne was hot or some shit like that. It could have been 


anyone's teeth! Really! 


He just kind of stayed like that for a while, staring down into my eyes while | looked back up at him, kind of 
panting a little, and something about the look in his eyes was causing certain lower regions to tingle. But | didn't 
quite want him to know that so | eventually averted my eyes and reached up to push him away. 


"Janne, stop. | don't think -" 


Fuck. He grabbed my hands and pinned them above my head against the wall, which was... dammit it was fucking 
hot. Christ. 


"You were saying?" he smirked, leaning in so that our chests were touching. And so that he could definitely tell 
| was hard. Shit. 


"You... shouldn't.." | stuttered as he applied some pressure with his hips causing me to moan. He used one of 


his hands to slide up my shirt again, ghosting over my ribs and stomach and hip bone. 


"| shouldn't?" he asked, lifting my chin up to kiss my lips lightly, and then harder. |, however, refused to 
respond, my lips staying in a thin hard line. That is, until he ground his leg up into my groin, massaging a little, 
making me groan again and tilt my head back into his lips, which opened to allow his tongue to slip into my 
vulnerable mouth. Fuck. 


He was moving his tongue around in there, sucking and biting and it really wasn't a conscious decision on my 
part but | kind of started kissing him back, tentatively moving my lips in synch with his. And then more 
aggressively. At this point, there wasn't really any going back because the way his hands were moving beneath 


my shirt and the way his lips were now trailing down my neck was making me forget my objections anyway. 


"Fuck Janne!" | hissed when he found an extra sensitive spot right in the crease of my neck and shoulders to 


suck on and nip at. My back arched forward a little and | finally got a groan out of him as our erections 


rubbed together. 


"Mmmmm Alexi," he hummed when | began to retaliate and kiss down his neck, chuckling as he writhed a little 
and finally released my hands, picking me up and placing me on the counter, lifting my shirt over my head. | 


complied, lifting my arms up to help him a little. | can't believe | was condoning this. 


In fact, | decided who gives a fuck, I'm going to take off Jarme's shirt too. So | did. And then | put my arms 
around his neck and he gripped my hips, both of us pulling the other into another kiss, this one more 
passionate yet also slower and sweeter, more prolonged. By the end | had my legs wrapped around his waist 


and he was beginning to unzip my pants, reaching his hand in to - 


Sunlight flooded my eyes. | was on the bathroom floor, toothbrush still dangling out of my mouth somehow, a 
slight bump on the back of my head where I'd obviously hit something on my way down. | was all too used to 


this, passing out | was so drunk The previous night would usually be a blur but my dreams were usually... 


pretty.. vivid. 


Fuck. Dreams. 


| looked down to see a pretty big tent in my pants. Oh shit. 


Just Fucking Admit H 
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Just Fucking Admit It 


| stood up on shaky legs, taking stock of my situation. | was still a little lightheaded. Was it the excessive 
drinking or the fall last night after | passed out? Probably the fall. And | was hard. Normal morning wood or 


sexual dream? Definitely dream. 


| quickly rubbed it out, leaning my head against the wall feeling very relieved after... finishing up. | might've 
thought about Janne's lips while taking care of my little problem. Maybe. But that was it. This weird experience 
was going to be a thing of the past. | mean, this shit is normal right? I'm pretty sure every man has a 
confusing gay dream at least once in their lives. And Janne and | were abnormally close by some standards. 
We'd kissed plenty of times before, so if | was going to have a realistic dream of any sort it would make sense 


that it would be him. No need to be freaked out or awkward around him after this. Nobody needed to know. 


Its not like l'd ever thought about him in that way before. So why would | start now? It was obviously just a 
product of the alcohol. 


Well, | guess that wasn't entirely true. I'd thought about it before. | mean, how could you not think about it 
when you kiss all the time and just connect on that deeper level? But the thoughts were always hypothetical, 
like, what if., you know? They weren't like, oh jeez, Janne's really hot, or, | don't know, | love the way his lips 


feel on mine. No shit like that. Although his lips do really feel nice... 
Shit. | needed to stop thinking about that. IT WAS A STUPID FUCKING DREAM! 


| needed a shower. And this fucking toothbrush was still dangling out of my mouth, which tasted terrible 


anyway. 


| turned on the water, stripping down out of my clothes, tossing them in a heap onto the floor and stepped 
into the water while it was still ice cold, letting the sensation wash away all traces of sweat and horniness. My 
mind was already feeling a little clearer. Washing my hair was always a soothing activity, running my fingers 


through the long blond strands and letting them fall against my back, weighed down by the water. 


By this point the water was warm and | was already forgetting about the dream. It honestly wasn't a big deal 
to me. I'd already decided | wasn’t attracted to Janne, or any men for that matter, so it was all cool. The only 
thing not cool was when the guys started banging on the door, telling me to “hurry the fuck up!" because I'd 


been in here forever. 


It hadn't even been that long considering when | woke up, but seeing as I'd been shut in here all morning passed 


out, it probably did seem like | was taking forever. 


"Ill just be a few more minutes!" | hollered out, rolling my eyes, deciding that I'd just let my hair air dry and 


would apply make up later. It wasn't worth it to make them even more annoyed. 
"And out comes the beauty queen," Janne taunted, waiting right at the door for me to come out. 


"Dude | was passed out in there! | just woke up about twenty minutes ago," | explained, happy to realize that 


there wasn't any residual awkwardness between us. 


| made some coffee. You look like you need it," Janne said sympathetically, patting my bare shoulder. In fact, | 
was just wearing a towel slung low around my waist. Not that we weren't naked around each other all the time. 


Because we were. 


"Do | really look that bad?" | asked, raising my eyebrows at his smirking face as he ‘appraised’ me. But for 
some reason all of a sudden, his eyes on me had me slightly uncomfortable for a moment. But only for a 


moment. 


"Just tired. Of course you're always gorgeous you little beauty queen, spending two hours in there," he 
chuckled, brushing past me to take his turn in the shower. 


‘lm telling you, | was fucking asleep!" | called back, blushing from the compliment, even if he was joking. | never 


blushed. The very fact that | was blushing made me blush even more. 


"Are you blushing Allu?" Janne asked, stifling laughter as he turned around to look at me. My face must have 


been beet red. 
"Oh fuck off," | muttered, stifling a smile myself as | left to go get some of that coffee. | definitely did need it. 


"Morning Alexi," Jaska nodded, handing me a cup of the stuff, black The bitter flavor helped to wake me up. It 
wasn't exactly morning anymore | noted while sipping my coffee and looking at the clock. More like 12:30 in the 
afternoon. We had a show tonight. | absolutely loved playing live so | was pretty psyched, putting my cup in the 
sink that was quickly filling with dirty dishes. 


| practiced a bit on my guitar while all the other guys took their turns getting clean and eating some 
breakfast, or drinking it like me. | just wasn't really hungry for solid food today. 


After an hour or two of practice | decided to relax and play some video games before getting ready to play. It 
appeared that some of my bandmates had left the bus to walk around and explore a bit, shit that didn't 
interest me at the moment. Right now it was all about resting myself for tonight's show. After | could do 
whatever | wanted but before the gig was always kind of a routine. Practice, relax on the bus, get ready to go, 


do the show, party, sleep/pass out. Repeat. 
Sitting on the couch, cursing the screen as my character died, | felt a weight drop next to me, a weight so 


familiar that | knew who it was without even looking up. We didn't even have to say anything to each other. 
This had almost become routine as well. 


"Wow. You really do suck" Janne observed, shaking his head in mock disapproval 

"Oh shut up, like you could do any better," | shot back defiantly, giving him the finger. 
"Wanna bet?" 

meig 


He snatched the controller out of my hands and restarted. | watched the game intensely, taunting him and 


making fun. But he beat it on his first try, the fucker. | hated losing. 
"| win," he said smugly, smiling in triumph. 
"So what's the bet, anyway?" | asked, realizing we'd never actually made a wager. 


"This," he said, immediately tackling me to the floor. We wrestled all the time, and | could never tell if he was 


letting me win some of the time or if our play fights were actually as equal as they seemed. 


We rolled around on the ground, switching from me on top to him on top to me, and so on and so forth until 
we were both exhausted and | was left kind of laying on his chest panting and laughing. 


"Come on, get off me," he groaned, placing his hands on my hips and lifting me up so that | was straddling him 
instead of completely laying on top of him. Which was probably a smart move if he didn't want to suffocate. 


But the position we were in.. 


His hands were on my hips and my legs were on either side of his body, his shirt riding up a little. Our faces 
were only inches apart and my hair was falling down to tickle his cheeks, his eyes staring right back up into 
mine. His lips were slightly parted, cheeks flushed, and | don't really know what came over me but all of a 
sudden | just wanted to close the distance between us, press my lips to his, grind our bodies together, feel his 


skin.. 
My vision was clouded by lust as | alowed my eyes to drift away from his gaze, down to his lips, scanning his 
body hungrily, and back up. Now his eyes were looking back at me a little confused and concerned, probably 


because the look on my face was verging on sexual. 


"Alexi?" 


"Hmm?" | murmured absentmindedly, still caught up in my own weird visions. 
"Can you please get off of me?" he asked for the second time. 


"Oh right, haha, sorry," | stuttered nervously, snapping out of my trance and jumping off of him as if he had 


some sort of contagious disease. | was blushing again, although this time he made no mention of it. 


"You okay?" he asked, peering at me with this adorably concerned look on his face. Adorable as in puppy, not as 
in human I'd like to kiss or anything. Of course not. But I'll admit it was sweet that he wasn't freaked out. He 


was worried. 


"Yeah I'm fine. Sorry, | just zoned out there,” | chuckled weakly, fiddling with my hair out of nervousness and 


embarrassment. 


| was not attracted to Janne. | was sticking by it. So the position we were in pulled up memories of last night. 


That's normal. | couldn't just delete memories. 


No, you think he's hot. You want him. You always have. Why else would you be thinking these things? You can't 
keep lying to yourself.. 


Some annoying voice in the back of my head said. Goddammit that voice was really fucking annoying. 


| was distracted all while getting ready for the show, aside from the normal nerves of course. | couldn't stop 
thinking about Janne and all the signs that | liked him and all the reasons that | shouldn't. | didn't want to ruin 
our friendship by making it weird, but | kind of felt like | had to try something to see if | was actually 
attracted to him in that way. | didn't know what, but | was never for thinking things through anyway. 


As soon as we hit the stage though, | forgot all about it. Whenever | was playing for an audience it was all 
about the music and performance. All other thoughts momentarily left my head until afterwards. Everything 
was going really well too. We were all in perfect sync, Janne and | were nailing our solos and the crowd was 


really great. 


| was standing next to Janne, his arm around my shoulder as | focused on my fingers, leaning into him slightly 
as | ripped through the notes at a blinding speed he couldn't understand, a feeling | reciprocated as his spindly 
fingers danced over the keys. He was such a beautiful player. How did he do that? | wondered, peering down at 


the keyboard to study the fluid movements. 


When he finished | looked up at him through fringed lashes, immediately returning the smile he gave me, that 
little fucking grin that meant we did good, that he was proud of us. It was a grin reserved only for me in 
special moments like this. | also recognized the playful look in his light brown eyes as he started to lean down, 
smirking as he quickly pressed his lips to mine. 


I'm not going to lie and say | saw fucking fireworks or anything. But I'm not going to lie and say that it felt like 
shit either. I've kissed Janne before and | guess it always felt nice or | wouldn't have kept doing it, | just never 
actually sat down and thought about it. Even though | was in stage-mode and | wasn't really thinking about all 
the confusing gay shit anyway, as soon as his lips met mine something seemed to click. It did feel good. Of 
course, that thought didn't exactly flit through my mind in those words. It was more a feeling, or rather an 


automatic reaction. 


Usually | wouldn't even consider it a kiss. It was more like a meeting of closed, tight lips for a split second. 
Janne seemed to want to do just this as he immediately began to pull away almost as soon as he touched me. 
But without even thinking about it | followed him, leaning forward as he leaned back, keeping our lips pressed 
tightly together. He seemed a little confused and stopped moving back, possibly because there wasn't anywhere 
else to go without this looking really weird to the audience, like he was disgusted by me or something. But 
when | parted my lips slightly, about to deepen the kiss, he jerked back abruptly, harshly bringing me back to 


reality, forgetting momentarily about appearances to the audience. 


My eyes snapped open to see him looking at me oddly, that same concerned look from earlier crossing his fine 
features before he returned his gaze to the instrument in front of him. My fingers faltered on the strings 
for a moment, a mistake so slight no one other than Janne and maybe the rest of my bandmates would notice, 
before | made my way back to the front of the stage and the mic, finishing out the set with the appearance 


of nonchalance although my insides were ablaze and | barely fucking made it. 


| couldn't really deny it anymore. That's what scared me. I'd kept it repressed so long, refused to acknowledge 
any of it. But fuck, | had feelings for Janne Wirman Feelings that went just a tad past friendship. 


| Think I've Hit Rock Bottom 
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| Think I've Hit Rock Bottom 


After we exited the stage | made a beeline for the bus, hoping to just go to sleep immediately and avoid 
everyone, which was extremely out of character for me. In fact, this behavior was bound to just raise more 
questions. But | was willing to procrastinate the inevitable if it meant a few hours of peace tonight. | wasn't 


really in the mood for partying anyway. 
"Hey Alexi, wait up," Janne called before | could make it to safety. Shit. "Where are you going?" 
"The bus. Need some sleep, you know," | lied, running my fingers through my hair nervously. 


"You know you're the worst liar ever," Janne smirked, grabbing the hand that was playing with the blond 
strands to show me what was continuing to give me away. Of course, his very touch sent chills through me 
and | shivered automatically, feeling his thumb absentmindedly trace small circles on the veins in my wrist. | 


was turning into a girl. Fucking great. 


| quickly pulled my hand back, startling him l'm sure considering | was usually the one touching him instead of 
acting like | couldn't bear the feel of his hands on me. In response he held his hands up as if to show that he 


wasn't going to hurt me. 


‘Sorry, you just always play with your hair when you're nervous or lying," he explained carefully like | was a 


bomb that could go off at any moment. 


"You're right. | was lying. | just want to be left the fuck alone, okay?" | said in a sickly sweet voice. Yep. The 
bomb just went off. 


"Sorry for caring enough to fucking ask dick!" he called after me as | stalked off to the bus alone. 


And he was right. | was a total dick. But | was in a bad mood and the whole world had to fucking revolve 
around me so | had the right to be as much of a dick to my innocent best friend who | had a slight crush on 
as | wanted, right? 


Shit. | fuck everything up. Janne and | never actually fight so I'll just apologize tomorrow morning when he 
comes back and he'll obviously understand and forgive me. We'll laugh about this later. Then again, if | can't 


even tolerate him touching my wrist, how am | going to handle our normal contact? Judging by his reaction to 


our stage kiss tonight, he didn't exactly reciprocate my feelings. Not that | expected him to. But that left me 
with the problem of hiding it. Which required acting normal. 


Normal for us? Yeah, it wasn't actually that normal. 


The next morning | woke up without a hangover for once. And on time. | thought | must've arisen in some 
opposite world where | was actually a sober man who worked a 9-5 desk job. The sight of my bandmates all 
still passed out around the tour bus in random, weird positions assured me that | was still indeed guitarist and 


vocalist of Children of Bodom, just slightly more responsible and boring. Ew. 


It was quite the shock to see Janne already up though, drinking a cup of coffee and reading the newspaper. The 
fucking newspaper. Maybe this was backwards world 


When he heard me enter he looked up into my eyes almost expectantly, as if he was waiting for my inevitable 
apology and laugh, using some excuse for my completely random behavior last right so that we could shrug it 
off and continue with our friendship as if nothing ever happened. That's how it always worked. And yet today, 
for some unknown reason even to myself, | felt like being stubborn Even though this was my fault and he 
hadn't done anything wrong, | grabbed a mug and turned on my heel, walking out of the room without even 


speaking to him. 


This was honestly one of the most - no, THE most stupid fight I'd ever been in Or non-fight, rather, because 
we weren't even fighting! | was just being an asshole. It crossed my mind to just go back in and apologize but | 


was embarrassed now and | didn't want to see Janne any more than | had to. Dammit. 


The band seemed to notice the tension between us, although we were rarely in the same room because of my 
desperate attempts at avoiding our lovely keyboardist. | think they just knew not to ask, to let us work it out 
ourselves. The problem was that Janne didn't seem to want to make any attempts to talk to me either. He was 
probably pissed that | wouldn't tell him what was wrong in the first place, not to mention my outburst after 
the fact. 


It used to be that | would tell him everything. If there was a problem | always went to him, either to drink my 


sorrows away in company or to get helpful advice. If only he knew what my problem was this time. 
Hey Janne, guess what? | kind of have a little crush on you. Wanna have a few drinks to take my mind off it? 


And so | just kept avoiding him, making a point not to even look at him when we were forced to be together. 
We were cordial when we had to be, talking about the music when it had to be talked about, but | stopped 
hanging out with the band after shows and just went back to the bus by myself. Everyone was kind of 
concerned but | was tired all the time now. | honestly just needed to talk to my best friend again but | told 
myself it was best to distance myself from him. 


The reason | was so sullen after shows was because my fucked up psyche was obviously affecting my playing. 
| was making stupid mistakes where I'd never made them before. | was lonely and playing like shit so my 
solution was just to keep hanging out by myself and practicing nonstop, which only increased my levels of 


exhaustion. | refused to run up and play next to Janne anymore, something I'd always done ever since he joined 


the band. 


There seemed to be an unspoken agreement amongst my band members that none of them were to mention 
my horrific playing. They knew | was beating myself up bad enough and any further criticism might just send 
me over the edge so they let me be, not prying into why I'd turned into a total recluse. 


After about a month of this behavior, however, | heard them trying to persuade Janne to come talk to me, 
forget about whatever stupid tiff we'd had and be a good friend so that our band wouldn't completely crumble 
to the ground due to my personal problems. | felt really guilty about that, sorry to the rest of my band as 


well as the fans. | was a real fucking idiot. 
| was aware of Janne's presence in front of me, sitting in the chair across from mine with his arms crossed. 


"So." he eventually said, causing me to finally look up from my guitar and acknowledge his presence. "You ready 


to tell me what's wrong yet?" 


"| don't want to talk about it," | muttered, running scales up and down the fretboard, cursing when my fingers 


started to shake, making me slip and hit a wrong note. 


"Well | don't know about you but | know that we all miss having you out," he said, giving me a weak smile, 
managing to catch my eyes for the first time in weeks. | quickly looked away, noticing the smile turn into a 


frown when he saw me unable to even look at his face. 


"No, you guys miss having me play well. You think I'm ruining everything don't you," | accused. "You don't miss 


me, you miss my guitar." 


"Come on Alexi, you know that's not true. You're my best friend and we haven't talked at all recently. | miss 
you Allu," he said softly, grabbing my chin to force me to look at his face. | still looked the other way and 
jerked my chin out of his hands, which he let drop back to his side slightly angrily. 


| miss you too," | choked out finally, all of a sudden just wanting to have him give me a big hug despite the 
fact that I'd evaded his touch just moments earlier. 


"Well talk to me then! Something's obviously bothering you because you've been acting weird all month! Just let 
me help you, or at least get it off your chest.” 


"| don't think you'd really want to hear it," | mumbled, chancing a peak up at him through the curtain of my 
hair. When he moved to sweep it out of my face | quickly beat him to it, tucking it behind my ear and leaving 
his hand dangling in midair. 


"Why don't you like me to touch you anymore?" he asked curiously, using the hand to stroke my cheek instead. 
A light blush formed as he continued to feather his nimble fingers across my skin, leaving trails of heat in 


their wake. 


"| just... | don't know," | sighed, tilting into his touch, leaning my head on his shoulder. Maybe | could handle the 
touching after all.. 


He pulled me into him and stroked my hair while | just sat in his embrace for a good five minutes of silence, 
relishing in the warmth and affection I'd missed the past four weeks. | could stay here forever and pretend he 


liked me back, wanted me just as much as | wanted him. 


‘lm not going to force you to talk to me about whatever your problem is, but we'd all still like it if you'd 
come out of hiding every once in a while. Some fun wouldn't kill you," he smiled, breaking the peace, pushing my 
shoulders back to get a good look at me before standing up and leaving, placing a small kiss to the top of my 
head as he walked out, glancing back a final time to catch me still blushing like a fucking idiot. 


Jesus, you'd think | was in love with the guy. 


| had decided at this point that the whole "I should distance myself from him" thing was not going to work and 
it was better to just be as close to him as possible and ignore the little fluttering feeling in my chest 
whenever we touched or | saw his face light up in one of his beautiful smiles. Or when | watched him play a 


beautiful piano piece or when he gave me some random compliment. Or really whenever he displayed any sort 


of affection Come to think of it, there were a lot of things he did that made my heart flutter. 


As a result my playing improved greatly and everyone could breathe a big sigh of relief that Alexi was back 
to normal. Or as normal as | ever was. The only thing | had to be really careful about was getting too drunk 
around Janne. That could lead to many dangerous situations. | was always a touchy drunk anyway, but now that 
| actually recognized my attraction to my main drinking buddy, | had the tendency to hang all over him. At the 
time it always seemed like a good idea, but waking up to Janne asking me why | kept hugging him and giving him 
kisses on the cheek all night was difficult. | also became pretty talkative when | was under the influence.. 


One night, about a week ago, we were all having a good time on the bus after an exceptionally successful show. 
Excessive amounts of alcohol were a necessity and by about three in the morning everyone was pretty 
wasted. Me included. In my drunken haze | spotted Janne shirtless on his bed, just lying there all sprawled out 


and lanky, beautiful as always. | figured he could use some company, so why not join him in bed? 


"Alexi?" he asked in surprise as he felt the bed dip next to him. It was a pretty small mattress so | was all 
squeezed up next to him, which for me was comfortable but for him was probably annoying. "You're in the 


wrong bed," he said, obviously thinking | was too drunk to know where the fuck | was. 


"No I'm not. I'm in Janne's bed," | looked over at him, smirking. "I thought he seemed lonely." 

“Actually | was just tired," he said, rolling his eyes. "Come on now, get out" He gave me a small nudge. 
"Noooo000, | wanna stay heeeeeere," | whined, throwing my arm over his torso to anchor myself there. 
"Alexi?" he asked after a few minutes. 

"Yeah?" | asked groggily, having almost fallen asleep to the rise and fall of his chest. 


‘I'm going to put you in your bed now," he whispered, standing up with me still clinging to him, carrying me to 


my bed a few feet away from his. When he tried to pry me off | just buried my face farther in his neck 
"Come on Alexi, time to go to bed," he coaxed 

"You're really pretty," | mumbled as | finally leaned back, staring into his glassy eyes. 

"Am I?" he asked, seeming amused 


"Yep," | affirmed, leaning in to give him a sloppy kiss on the lips, still holding on around his neck. He let me 


continue for maybe ten seconds before pushing me off gently. 


"You're really drunk," he chuckled, laying me in my own bed, taking off my sweatshirt, pants, and shoes for me. 
Even though | was sober enough to do that stuff myself, | let him because it felt nice to have him take care 


of me. 
"Yeah, maybe a little," | admitted, gazing up at him as he walked back to his own bed. 


"| love you," | called out softly a few minutes later, knowing he wouldn't understand my true meaning, unsure if 


he was even still awake to hear me. 


"I love you too Allu. Now go to sleep," he whispered back a few seconds later. At that moment, | was glad the 
lights were turned off and he couldn't see the shit eating grin that stayed on my face until | fell asleep, 
thankful that he couldn't hear the way my heartbeat started to go a little faster and a steady blush crept up 


my neck into my cheeks. It didn't really matter that he didn't mean romantic love. For then, it was enough. 


The next morning, | pretended to not remember what had happened the night before when Janne brought it up. 
| kind of just laughed it off and said | was drunk, so who knows? He thought it was funny too, but | thought | 
saw something else in his eyes, maybe suspicion? Curiosity? Specualtion? | don't know, it might've been my 


paranoid imagination but still.. he seemed to know something, or at least suspect something. 


Nevertheless, it was moments like this that reminded me to be careful about my alcohol intake around Janne. 


And although | did resume my close playing with him at shows, | made sure not to kiss him, sticking to just 


watching his fingers move and leaning my head on his shoulder. No matter how much | pretended nothing had 
changed between us, it definitely had, at least from my perspective. Kisses actually meant something more 
than a show for the audience. 


There was something else that changed as well: girls. Being in a rock band and all, getting girls wasn't all that 
difficult. Janne and | used to go together and scope out hot girls to take back to the bus, being each other's 
wingman and shit. The first time | tried to do it again was the last time | tried to do it again. 


"Did you see that one?" Janne asked excitedly, pointing to a busty brunette in the back of the room. 

"The one that was flashing her tits in the front row? What a slut," | scoffed, sipping my beer. 

"Hts not like | want to be her boyfriend. | just want to fuck her. A sluts all | need" he replied "And she's hot" 
"You're way too good for her dude," | replied. "I say no. 


"What's wrong with you? Why do you keep shooting down every single girl | see?" Janne asked, exasperated 
considering I'd also dismissed the previous five he'd shown interest in. "No, wait, wait, | get it! You like her don't 


you? | knew it! She is more your type. All you have to do is say so man, | don't mind. She's all yours." 


Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck. Now | was stuck with the bitch. Fucking great. He ended up grabbing some beautiful blond 
chick anyway while | was stuck with this tall, curvy woman with brown hair who looked like she was ready to 
devour me. The sad thing was that she really would've been my type. Part of me thought this would be good 
for me. Having sex with a woman, releasing some pent up energy. Who knows? Maybe this whole Janne thing 
would turn out to be a fluke. The problem was, the only thing | could focus on was how Janne would be fucking 
some ditzy blond girl while | was stuck in another room with "Natalia". Fuck. 


When we got back to the bus, | tried to shoot blond "Andrea" one last dirty glare before being pulled into the 
next room by Natalia, who immediately pushed me against the wall and started making out with me. It was 


really gross. 

Janne would be doing this to some other girl. Oh god 

She moved her hands to my pants, unbuttoning them and pulling off my shirt 

Janne would be touching her boobs, she'd be touching his chest. Shit. 

She started to attempt to give me a blowjob but | was far from turned on and was about to call it quits and 
just kick her out when | heard a muffled moan from the other room. | could tell it was Janne. And voila! My 


dick sprung to life. 


So yeah, | got a blowjob to the sound of Janne moaning. I'm pretty sure when | came | breathed out his name, 


but Natalia didn't notice. | think she was under the impression that this was a precursor to more events but 


by this point | was so disgusted with myself that | kicked her out and promised to never put myself through 


the torture again. Janne and | have yet to go on another one of our searches for women. 


After | realized that | was incapable of having sexual relations with anyone but him, | started wondering why. | 
should still be sexually attracted to women right? Theoretically yes, and yet | obviously wasn't. Janne was all | 


could think about. 


There were these special things he would do for me that honestly made my day, like buying my favorite food 
or putting in my favorite CD. Little things like this that caused my face to light up like a little kid He would 
give me his coat when | looked cold or give me a hug and tell me how wonderful | was when | was too hard on 


myself. 

And somehow, some way, | noticed that the reason | no longer desired anyone but him was obvious. It had 
always been obvious. My feelings for Janne went well beyond his boyishly good looks. | was telling the truth 
that drunken night last week. 


| loved him. 


It Really Hurts 


Author's Notes: 
Own nothing, etc. etc. 


It Really Hurts 


The day it happened, | walked in on Janne making out with some disgustingly slutty chick. Again. You know that 
thing about the straw breaking the camel's back? Yeah, that's what this was for me. The final fucking straw. It 
didn't help that | was already drunk and in one of those invincible moods where | just wanted to pick a fight and 
be some tough guy. It was the girl that really did it though. 


It seemed that | had been faced with the pleasure of accidentally catching Janne with various women with 
increasing frequency lately. That was sarcasm. It actually sucked big time and | was always in a depressed or 
angry mood after those incidents, reminded of my seemingly eternal loneliness. It felt like the world was 
rubbing it in my face that Janne was out sleeping with all of these other people while | was stuck with myself. 


Usually | just dealt with it, sticking to grumbling and eye rolling, and I'm pretty sure Janne knew it bothered me 
to constantly be confronted with his escapades, but tonight | was going to make a stand. Tonight would be 
different. 


"Really? Again?" | slurred, letting the bottle in my hands drop to the floor with a loud thunk, some liquid 
dribbling onto the carpet, instead of leaving immediately like | normally did. 


"Rise and shine sleeping beauty, it's time to leave," | said sharply, pulling the confused girl off of my best 
friend and sending her out the doors. Much better. Janne remained sitting, staring at me, perhaps in shock, 
shock which quickly turned to his own look of confusion and annoyance. 

"What'd you do that for?" he asked throwing his hands in the air in exasperation. 

"Because | felt like it," | spit back childishly. In my defense, the alcohol was clouding my judgment. 


"Just because you aren't getting any." he grumbled, crossing his arms and glaring at me. 


"Who said | wanted any? Maybe | just care about you and don't want you getting an STD from fucking so many 


goddamn women!" 


"| don't see you acting like this with Henkka or Jaska or anyone else for that matter! Don't think | haven't 
noticed how you've been behaving these past few weeks. Why does it bother you so much with me?" 


"Well they at least have the decency to be private about it! So yeah, it does bother me, good for you 


Detective Wirman" 


"You've been acting so weird lately! Its infuriating! What's wrong with you? | thought itd all be okay after we 
got over the last spat, but no. You're still fucking out of it man. You never want to come with me to look for 
girls anymore and you never used to care if | was fucking them. | just don't get you anymore,” Janne shook his 


head, looking genuinely distraught. 


"So just because | don't fuck anything with a pulse means I'm acting weird? Great fucking logic man. Your 


brilliance astounds me," | sat down as far away from him as possible, refusing to look in his direction 


"You just kicked out an innocent girl for no apparent reason. And don't give me that ‘| don't want you to get an 
STD: bullshit because we both know that has nothing to do with it. So yeah, I'd say you were acting a little 
odd." 


"Janne, just.. you don't have any respect for anyone else! Ever think that | have no desire to hear you moaning 


through the walls?" great job Alexi, just keep digging yourself a deeper hole. 
"Uh... might | remind you of the shit I've walked into? You're obviously the epitome of respect" 


"I just.. | don't know, | just didn't wanna deal with this again so | kicked her out. That's it. | would totally 
apologize but l'm not really sorry so.." | shrugged, staring daggers in the floor. My head was killing me, and | 


vaguely remembered a past warning to myself to not get too drunk around Janne. Too late for that. 


"Look, Alexi," he scooted closer to me, physically turning me around so | was facing him, "I don't know what's 
going on between us, or what's going on with you at all, | just want my best friend back. You can deny it all 
you want but something's going on with you. | can tell. You're just acting... different." 


‘lm fine! I'm not fucking different!" | argued, shaking his arm off my shoulder. "That girl was a slut. | can't 


believe you'd pick her over me." 

"What?" Janne asked as my words echoed in my head. Shit, cover it up! 

‘| mean, that you'd make me uncomfortable just to have her," | scrambled. Fuck, | needed to be more careful. 
The alcohol was preventing me from thinking clearly. He still looked a little confused and skeptical but basically 
accepted my explanation. 

"You're probably just jealous," he muttered. 

| knew that he meant jealous that he was getting girls and | hadn't picked up anyone in god knows how long, but 


it just hit too close to home in my drunken stupor. Of course | was jealous you idiot! Not of you but of the 
girll 


"Fuck you," | bit out and did something I'd never done before. All my pent up emotions just came to a head and 
| punched Janne right in the face. Pretty damn hard, too. His head whipped to the side and | heard him let out 
a surprised gasp as he turned back to look at me standing there with my fists all balled up, shaking with fury. 
| could see the shadow of a bruise already beginning to form under his left eye. 


"So you are jealous?" he smirked cruelly, standing up to his full height, rubbing his cheek a little, wincing in pain 
| tried to rush at him again but he pushed me away easily like | was a doll, delivering a swift punch to my face 
as well. He was a lot stronger than he looked, | realized when | tasted blood on my lips, streaming out from my 


nose and from a gash where my own teeth had dug into my lower lip. 


"We're even now. You're drunk, so let's just stop this and forget it ever happened, okay?" he said carefully with 
his hands raised in surrender. | wasn't ready to back down, however, and hit him again, causing him to hit his 
head kind of hard against the wall. Now he seemed REALLY pissed. Everything at this point was kind of just a 
blur. My head was pounding and | felt like | might throw up, and he was right: | was drunk and not in my right 
mind. 


After that thought | only remembered the ensuing fight in small flashes, Janne's knee crushing into my 
stomach, my hands clawing at his skin, shit like that. It was dirty and painful and ended with me on the ground 
with him over me, panting, seeing that | was done and unable to keep going. Everything hurt like hell and | felt 


nauseous. 


He didn't stop there, unfortunately. Yanking my hair, he pulled me up and backed me against the wall, pinning 
my wrists above my head as | struggled weakly, eyes lidded, face bloody, wondering how the hell things got 
this far. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you Allu? What are you trying to do?" he mumbled softly, sadly. How had one 


night messed me up so badly? Jesus, this was wrong, all of it. This was my best friend. 


My head sagged, my hair covering my face as a blood filled tear fell off my cheek. | was too far gone to be 
embarrassed that | was actually crying in front of Janne, who lifted my head up and brushed a few more 
tears out from under my eyes, also trying to wipe away some of the blood. He gazed at my face sadly, 


studying the wounds and how utterly broken | was. 


"Why?" he asked, a one-word question to sum up the only thing he needed to know about what had occurred 


tonight. Why had | done it? 

The position we were in was bringing back memories of a certain dream I'd had a while ago and it was all too 
much. | just whimpered a little in response and tried to look away. He wouldn't let me and instead gripped my 
chin, holding it in place, one hand still keeping my arms incapacitated above my head. 


My fucking head was killing me and the tension was too much. 


| stood on tiptoes and leaned in, pressing my lips gently to Janne's, waiting for a reaction that never came. He 


just stood there for a few seconds, letting me kiss him. He was like a statue, cold and unforgiving, the usual 


warmth and affection gone. 

| stepped back and searched his eyes, trying to see anything, something, but finding nothing, | leaned back in to 
kiss him again. His hand came up to meet my chest and pushed me away instead, leaving me with the taste of 
his blood on my tongue. He let my hands drop and stepped back, some sort of realization dawning on him, some 
epiphany that should have come a long time ago. 


"What..?" he trailed off, putting some distance between us. 


"Don't be so obtuse. You know what," | accused, taking a step toward him to which he automatically took 
another step back. He was just staring at me incredulously, shocked and kind of sad, kind of sorry. 


"Janne?" | asked after a minute of pure silence. Nothing. 


"Fuck, look, l'm sorry. I'm drunk, | don't know.." my eyes were filling with tears again, for an entirely different 
reason. | couldn't let him see me cry another time. 


Another minute of silence, him just looking at the floor, the tears threatening to spill over at any second. 
"Can you not even look at me then? Janne?" | asked, my voice quivering, this moment becoming everything | 
had hoped it would never be. He just stayed there, not saying a word, finally looking up to see the first tear 


crawl down my face, no identifiable emotion in his eyes. 


| left. | couldn't drag it on any longer. 


Waste of Skin 


Author's Notes: 
None of these characters are owned by me. This is also a complete work of fiction. This story doesn't reflect 


on anyone's actions or behavior or thoughts in real life. For you Wolfe. 


Waking up was always a great experience for me. Feeling the warm sheets around me, snuggling further in to 
just lay there with my eyes closed until | finally felt ready to make the move to arise. | loved the peacefulness 
of that time, before | was faced with the struggles of the day, before | had to worry about anything, 
especially the hangover I'd most likely have. 


Today | laid in bed for an exceptionally long time, just stretching out in the beauty of the morning. When | 
eventually decided to get up, sunlight hit me square in the face, burning my eyes that had only just struggled 
to open My head was pounding too, reminding me of the terribly shitty hangover | was bound to have. Upon 
further investigation, | realized that my eyes would only open so far anyway, not to their full capacity but 
only slightly less, although it was a noticeable difference. What the hell? 


| reached up to touch my face, feeling some crusty shit and lots of puffiness. Oh fuck. My eyes were swollen. 
That's why they wouldn't fully open. And the crusty shit? Dried blood. Everything came flooding back to me. 
Finding Janne and the girl, arguing, hitting him, the fight, kissing him, and the painful silence. He didn't say one 
word. The tears that followed. No, no, no, fuck, | was hoping it would all have been some drunken dream, but 


the evidence was right there on my face. Shit, | fucked it all up! 


"Alexi, come on! It's time to get the fuck out of - shit," | looked up into Henkka's shocked face, suddenly feeling 


terribly self-conscious. 


"Ughhhh," | moaned, ducking back under the covers to hide myself, unable to disguise another moan, this one of 
pain, when | hit my arm against the wall. Everything fucking hurt! 


| felt the sheets being ripped off, exposing me in my pathetic entirety. | probably looked like hell, hungover and 


covered in bruises and scratches. 


"Alexi? What the hell happened?" Henkka asked, pulling me up to sit next to him on the bed, apologizing when he 
pressed too hard and | whimpered, quickly pulling my injured arms out of his grip. 


"Come on Alexi, look at me," he complained, reminding me of my own pleas for Janne to look at me last night 
after.. well, you know. After | acted like a complete idiot and ruined our friendship, probably forever. Also after 
he acted like a complete dick and wouldn't even say anything to me. After that. 


"No. I'm hideous," | said stubbornly, looking the other way at the wall. | heard a small snort from behind me, a 


snort that soon turned into a full-fledged laugh. The fucker was laughing at me! No matter how hard | tried to 
keep the smile off my face, Henkka's laugh was contagious. 


Its not fucking funny!" | sputtered between chuckles. 
"Okay, really, come on," Henkka coaxed, gently gripping my chin, turning it forcefully so that | was facing him, 
trying very hard not to hurt me. | whimpered a little when his thumb pressed right on my busted lip, but 


otherwise he was being very nice about this. 


"Jesus." he muttered, examining my injuries, my bloodshot eyes and scratched abdomen. "Who the fuck did 


this to you?" 
"Uhhhh... | fell? | was reallllly drunk..." 


I'm not stupid, all this didn't come from a falll Wait... no.. you didn’t... shit! | never thought you guys 


would.. shit." he said in awe, looking me over once again. 
"What are you talking about?" | asked warily, my dry, cracked lips moving apart uncomfortably. 


"Janne was a little beat up this morning too. Said he ‘fell. OF course, he didn't look anything like you. | believed 
him.. so you guys actually fought? Nobody ever saw that coming.. Guess | was right though." 


"Right about what?" 


"We always wondered if it ever came down to a fight between you and Janne who would win. | mean, we never 
thought it would actually happen but now...” 


"So, what were you right about?" 
"Janne winning, of course. It doesn't really count though because everyone else bet on him too." 


"Oh, gee, thanks for the support," | muttered sarcastically, rolling my eyes. "You're really helping matters a 


lot." 


"Sorry, the dude beat you to a pulp. He only had a few scratches." he trailed off after seeing the menacing 


look on my face. "But yeah, ummmm, want me to help you bandage up?" 


"Yeah, that'd be nice," | said sweetly, giving him a fake smile before mouthing ‘fuck you' and turning on my heal 
to go to the bathroom. 


"Although, you know, Janne didn't even need any bandages... 


The only response that got was a particular finger and the sound of Henkka's laughter echoing down the hall. 


"So, want me to beat him up for you? Teach him a lesson?" Henkka asked while applying some gauze to my 


face and body, making me look like a goddamn mummy. 


"Nah, it was my fault. | hit him first and then he tried to stop it but | kept going. In my defense, | wasn't 
thinking clearly..." 


"Obviously. What the fuck started the whole thing anyway? | just can't imagine you two physically fighting. 
Especially you hitting him first! | mean, you guys really seem to love each other." he trailed off, looking to me 
for an explanation that was not going to come. He didn't understand the extent of my love and the lack of it in 


Janne that caused me to strike out in the first place. 


"You probably don't wanna know. Or rather, | don't wanna tell you. It's in the past. Except Janne probably fuckin 
hates me now. There's always that," | sighed, shaking my head as Henkka finished bandaging me up. Finally faced 
with a mirror, | cringed, looking away. 


"That's fine, you don't have to tell me. If you want to at any time I'll be happy to listen though. As for hating 


you, | seriously doubt it. He can never stay mad at you for too long," he smirked, pinching my cheek. 
"Hey, watch it!" | kind of half-laughed, half-moaned when his fingers pulled on the damaged skin beneath the 


gauze, swatting his hand away playfully. His attempts to lighten the mood only lasted a few seconds though as 


| slumped back down again. 

"This time's different. | don't think it'll be so easy to come back from this one." 

"Hey now, if anything, your dashingly good looks will bring him back," Henkka teased, ruffling my hair. 

"Henkka. | look like fucking Frankenstein." 

"Uhhhh... Ill heal eventually?" he stifled some more laughter, disguising it rather poorly with a cough. 

"Jesus Christ," | chuckled, that pitiful laugh that starts to turn into sorrowful sobs bubbling in my throat. 
Better stop before | start fucking crying. Again. "I just don't know how to fix this one. If | can fix it. It's kind of 
like, | can't really go back on my actions, just play them off this time, you know? They're permanent." Fuck. My 
voice was cracking. Abort! Abort! 

"Alexi..." 

‘Ive gotta go, you know, walk around or some shit. Fucking think this through," | attempted to smile, making an 


excuse to leave before | embarrassed myself further or ended up admitting something to Henkka, which | 


DEFINITELY did not want to do. "Thanks for helping me out" 


"Yeah... wait! You think you can play the show tomorrow?" he called after my retreating form. 


"Oh yeah, we're playing that fucking show," | growled, grabbing a sweatshirt and slamming the door. | wasn't 
going to let shit like this fuck up the music. I'd show Janne that | was fine, that | didn't need him anyway. Yep. 
Totally fine. 


By the time | got back from my angry stroll, Janne was sitting at the table drinking a cup of coffee, looking a 
little worse for the wear but not at all to my level of injury. Okay, fighting, especially while drunk, was 
obviously not my strong suit. The real problem at hand was what to do. Was he going to ignore me? Apologize? 
Act like nothing had happened at all? Be hostile? | didn't like the tense feeling in the air as soon as | laid eyes on 


him, as soon as he sensed my presence on the bus. Something had to give. 

And eventually it did. Jaska entered the room, eliminating the awkward silence. 

"Hey Alexi! You're ba- whoa, dude, is this some new zombie look you're trying out?" he peered closer at my 
face, wincing at the black eyes and gauze that had a few bloodstains on it from where my gashes had seeped 
a little. 

"Ah, Janne!" Henkka called, drying his hair with a towel, entering just a few seconds after Jaska. "I see that 
your ‘fall did quite a number on Alexi here too. | mean, what, did you drag him down with you and land on him, 


maybe grind his face into the pavement a bit as well?" he smirked. 


"If | did then he deserved it," Janne muttered, not looking up from the paper, sipping the damn coffee without 


acknowledging my presence. 

"Come on, just both of you apologize and get over it," Henkka rolled his eyes. 

"Wait, am | missing something?" Jaska asked, looking utterly confused. 

"Our little guitarist and keyboardist actually got in a fight last night," Henkka explained. 


"Okay, um, sorry | hit you and, uh, kicked that girl out. So, you know, just.. sorry," | was completely mumbling 
by the end, astounded by my own lack of eloquence. You go Alexi! 


Its fine, l'm sorry too," Janne said, still not looking up, not really meaning it or caring about my own apology. 


But for the time being it allowed me to sit down at the table too and enjoy my own coffee. 


A few minutes later | reached to grab a piece of toast from the large plate Henkka had made and set next to 
Janne, causing me to brush my arm against his accidentally while trying to grab a piece without getting butter 


all over my fingers - a much harder task than it sounds. Immediately Janne snatched his arm back, almost 


automatically as if | were burning him, and finally looked up at me, | guess searching to see if the touch had 
been purposeful or accidental. But when he laid eyes on me for the first time this morning, his eyes seemed to 
widen a bit, his jaw dropping before he collected himself, closing his mouth and swallowing uncomfortably, 
looking back down to the paper. | think no matter how mad at me he was or how much he couldn't bear my 
presence anymore, seeing me hurt and knowing he was the cause still made him uneasy and perhaps even 
guilty. The look on his face was definitely more troubled now than it had been before, though he was trying 
hard to hide it from me. 


Suddenly | lost my appetite and replaced the piece of toast I'd struggled to get, setting my mug in the sink 
with piles of other dirty dishes. Janne and | didn't talk for the rest of the day. 


| wish | could say things went back to normal, or even close to normal. Instead they were a cheap imitation of 
normal, a shitty high school play where everyone sucked at their parts and forgot their lines before the whole 
set came crashing down. The band was seemingly okay, we joked, partied like we usually did, laughed together 
and were goofy, but everyone knew | wasn't exactly okay. | was doing these things because | was expected to 
do them in order to uphold the fragile semblance of normalcy I'd constructed to keep myself going. My heart 
wasn't in it. | either drank too much or not at all. | didn't really ever feel like eating anything. | was destructive, 
waking up with bruises and cuts that weren't there before and unable to remember what I'd done to get them 
the night before in my drunken hazes. Communication between Janne and | was virtually nonexistent, and by 
communication | mean actual talking. There might be a joke or something exchanged in a large group setting but 
we were never alone and there was always a sense of hostility, of residual anger or awkwardness. If Janne 
caught me looking his way, even if it was purely coincidental, he'd send me some weird look of discomfort, 


prompting me to look away embarrassedly no matter how innocent | was. 


| still wasn't completely healed from Janne's beating and my own self-inflicted injuries caused me to be in an 
almost constant state of pain and mummy-like wrappings. Henkka half-heartedly joked that | needed to be put 
in bubble wrap, but | could hear the concern, the sadness under his teasing. He even tried to talk to me a few 


times, but | just pushed him away, saying | wasn't in the mood, maybe later. It was never late enough for me. 


"Come on Alexi, you aren't healing properly because all you do is drink. You never eat anything or do anything 
outside of play shows! This isn't healthy behavior," Henkka pled one day, pushing a banana in my face, which | 
found slightly comical. | just laughed and said | was fine, although the laugh was hollow and empty, and | could 
definitely admit that nothing | was doing was healthy, as evidenced by the discolorations covering my arms and 
ribs, the large cut I'd somehow gotten on the back of my head (how the fuck did that even happen?) and the 
overall exhaustion | felt. | wasn't really sleeping that well either considering | was staying up all night drinking 


and being reckless. 


The only good thing was that my playing had never been better. | nailed everything perfectly, running around 
on stage and putting on the best show | could. It became a sort of game to me to try and piss off Janne as 
much as possible, leaning on his shoulder and rubbing my cheek against his, loving the way he stiffened up next 


to me and leaned away, loving how much he hated touching me. | would laugh quietly, relishing in how easy it 


was to make him uncomfortable, finding his lips multiple times during the same show, laughing into his mouth 
when he'd try to pull away and I'd latch onto him. It was the best when he tried to bite me in some attempt 
to get me to quit, but instead | moaned into it, which caused him to jerk back, almost falling off the raised 

platform on which we'd placed the keyboard, looking down at me with a mixture of incredulity and wariness. | 


really laughed that time. 
This masochism was not okay. | was going crazy | think. 


The rest of the band kind of just looked on with the same incredulity as Janne. What the fuck was | doing? 
What was going on between us? Nobody knew, but they had nothing to complain about considering the caliber 
of my playing. Henkka seemed to be the designated savior, trying to talk some sense into me, me who had 
nothing to lose. | was.. empty. But | knew this lifestyle wouldn't be able to endure forever. Eventually shit would 
come crashing down, most likely sooner rather than later, and I'd probably end up dead somewhere. At the 


moment, however, | honestly didn't care. 


"Uh, Alexi?" Janne said, approaching me before a show as | was rewrapping some of my fingers and replacing 


the bandages on my forehead and abdomen. He speaks? 
"Uh, Janne?" | mimicked, not looking up. | could feel him watching my movements, probably thinking | was a 
complete and utter freak. Which was true. | knew | looked a little... disgusting.. at the moment. Too malnourished, 


too black and blue and too cut up. Too tired. 


"Can you lay off tonight?" he said, and | could tell it made him really uncomfortable to say this, maybe to have 


to speak to me at all. | turned around, looking him dead in the eye, smirking. 

"Lay off what?" | played dumb. | knew exactly what he was talking about but | felt like making him suffer a bit 
longer. Or maybe | just wanted to get some reaction out of him, to prolong the first conversation we'd had in 
what felt like forever, to make him actually say it aloud. Apparently | was a masochist with sadistic tendencies. 


"You know," he accused, glaring at me. 


"No, really, you're going to have to spell this one out," | encouraged, trying, and failing, to look innocent and 


honestly confused. It was as much of a poor act as the rest of my life was becoming. 


"Fine then. Stop kissing me five times every show, stop rubbing all up on me and shit. It makes it a little 
difficult to play." 


"Oh, thaaaat. You like it too much | take it. | understand. | know I'm quite the looker," | gestured to my shirtless 
body, jutting hip bones and all 


"Why are you making things so difficult!" Janne groaned, throwing his hands in the air, annoyed. 


"Difficult? You mean I'm making completely ignoring me, refusing to even look in my direction, ‘accidentally’ 
pushing me and stepping on me all the time, and generally making my existence miserable too difficult? Excuse 
me Janne, l'm sorry. Carry on with your perfect little life," | scoffed, returning to the task at hand. | had to 
get ready for the show that would be starting in mere minutes. | didn't have time for this shit anymore. | 
guess lately all feelings of affection for Janne had dissipated They were there, lurking beneath the surface, 
even bubbling over at times, but right now | hated him with a burning passion 


| haven't done anything to youl" he exclaimed, exasperated. 


"That's the point. You have nothing to do with me. You don't care about me. You don't want to be around me 
so much so that just being in the same room with me makes you uncomfortable. I'm not gonna rape you for 


fuck's sake!" | yelled, chucking a shoe at him. 
"Throwing things at me? Really? What are we, five?" 
"Maybe," | said, shrugging. 

‘Maybe? What.. | don't even.. Look, just-" 

"Go away," | sighed, picking at a scab absentmindedly. 


"What?" 


"| finished your sentence for you ‘Look, just go away’. | want you to leave now Janne, if you didn't get the hint 


from me THROWING A FUCKING SHOE AT YOU!" 


| didn't look at him again and couldn't tell if he was still there or not, only getting my answer when | heard the 


door slam a few minutes later. Needless to say, | was even more aggressive than usual that night. 


After the show | was inexplicably pissed off. Well, | guess it wasn't technically inexplicable. My whole 
conversation with Janne had soured my mood considerably and | felt like killing something. Partying with my 
bandmates seemed like the most lackluster option of the night so | grabbed a bottle of Jack Daniels and began 
walking the streets of whatever fucking city we were in (| stopped paying attention ten shows ago) and drank 
the entire bottle in approximately fifteen minutes, winging it at the side of the building next to me with as 
much force as my weak and tired arms could muster. Shards of glass flew off and | felt them prick my skin, 
slice through in some places, sticky blood oozing out. Great, I'd probably start getting permanent scars soon. If 


| couldn't hurt someone else, the second best option was always hurting myself. 


| stopped in a store to buy some more alcohol, some cheap beer to be exact, scaring the workers immensely 


with my appearance but whatever, | didn't give a fuck. Needed alcohol. Why did | need so much tonight? Who 


knows. 
| did know though. It was threatening to spill over and | needed to stop it before it happened. That damn 
conversation with Janne is what did it! It was too much and now | was on the brink of actually feeling 


something. Shit was going to hit the fan. Needed alcohol. | guzzled some beer. 


| stalked down some black alleys, kicking at signs and boxes, punched a wall. Shit. That hurt like a bitch. Note to 
self, don't do that again. Need to be able to play. No guitar, no anything. Don't punch walls. 


Bought some drugs. Shit drugs from random dude. | didn’t like drugs, rarely ever did them, especially not 
unreliable street ones. Didn't wanna feel though and the beer was almost gone. Stupid! Did it anyway. Snorted 
something... 

Fuck. | didn't like this feeling, scratching at my face compulsively. Everything seemed too clear yet 
simultaneously hazy and my skin was crawling. God | hated drugs. Bad fucking decision Alexi, bad fucking - what 
time? 

| squinted really hard, stumbled a bit, held my phone back away from my face. 

3:30° How the fuck? How the fuck was it this late? 


Head swam, sat down for a while, maybe an hour? Two? No, ten minutes. What? 


| needed to get back to the bus but | didn't know where the fuck | was. | walked in circles, or so it seemed, 
trying to recognize a fucking street sign but nothing. Blank Nada. 


Oh fuck | could feel it. Feel thoughts coming back. Thoughts | didn't want to think. | was about to crash. 

Janne hates me. My best friend hates me. 

Stop it Alexi. 

Janne thinks you're disgusting. 

A E 

Look at yourself. 

| stared at myself in the reflection of a store window, hair falling limply and dirty around my gaunt, bruised 
face, arms destroyed and lacking their usual healthy muscle tone. | saw my ribs were starting to peek through 


the grossly pale skin of my chest, looked at my skin tainted by blood, some dried and some still fresh. Looked 


at my soulless eyes. | could totally see myself transforming into Gollum from Lord of the Rings. 


You're hideous. You probably smell bad too. When's the last time you showered? You're pathetic. You're doing 
this to yourself and Janne thinks you're utterly pathetic. He doesn't even care. You could die and he'd think it 


was about time, good riddance. He doesn't even want to look at you let alone kiss you. Disgusti- 

"Shut upl" | screamed, tears running down my face. | pressed my hands to my ears but it didn't stop it from 
happening, everything repressed coming to the surface, every emotion from that humiliating rejection coming 
to the forefront. 


| sank down to my knees and put my head in my hands, sobbing uncontrollably now like a lunatic. 


God, Janne would laugh at you right now. Or he wouldn't even waste a laugh on you. He'd just walk on by, 
doesn't want to be seen with a freak like you. 


| turned around and started banging my head against the bricks, still sobbing, gasping for breath. | fell into a 
sort of stupor and | don't know how long this went on, except that it seemed like a very long time. It stopped 
hurting after a while. 

"Aw shit!" | heard someone call from afar, not really registering anything. | don't know if | was capable of any 
real awareness of my surroundings at that point anyway. The only thing | knew is that the next hit of my 
head didn't meet bricks but soft flesh, a hand, shielding me and then pushing me back, cradling my head and 
trying to quiet me. 

"Ssshhhh-" 

While | continued to cry in a kind of broken, wretched fashion. My vocal chords were fucked. 


"He hates me," | cried, shuddering. 


“Sssshhhh Alexi, come on," a voice said softly, trying to pull me to my feet and finally just carrying me, not 


really struggling to lift my shrunken body. 

"Henkka? I'm s-s-so sorry. | didn't -" 

"Quiet, it's fine," he whispered gently, wiping away a few tears. 
| lost consciousness a few minutes later. 


Waking up was always a great experience for me. Feeling the warm sheets around me, snuggling further in to 
just lay there with my eyes closed until | finally felt ready to make the move to arise. | loved the peacefulness 
of that time, before | was faced with the struggles of the day, before | had to worry about anything, 
especially the hangover I'd most likely have. 


| felt the sunlight on me and smiled, breathing in the most delicious scent. | shifted a little, feeling that there 
was someone next to me, that | was actually curled up next to a human being, my head in their lap, their 
fingers stroking through my matted hair. 

"Mmmmmm," | moaned, shifting a little so | was closer to the warmth, that delicious smell. 

| registered that my head actually hurt terribly, right on the forehead, which was odd. Why--? 


Last night came flooding back. Oh god no. No... 


| whimpered a little and reached up to feel my head, felt the thick bandages wrapped all the way around it, 
groaning a little when | tried a slight pressure and it hurt like hell 


| felt a tear fall on my cheek from above. My eyelashes fluttered open and | looked for the source of the 


tear, looked to see who was cradling me against them this morning. 


"Goddammit Alu," | heard them mumble, clutching me closer, pulling my head tight against their body. | knew 
that voice anywhere. 


"Janne?" | asked, straining to look up and see his tear-streaked face now blushing with embarrassment. 
"Fuck," he muttered, quickly trying to wipe the tears away, the momentary embarrassment turning to anger. 


"You are such a stupid idiot! What were you thinking!? We were looking for you all night.. | was so worried 
about youl Fuck, Alexi, you can't just -" 


"I know, I'm sorry," | said, feeling like a real piece of shit. What | didn't expect was Janne to pull me into a 
suffocating hug, holding me as close as possible in his iron grip, rubbing my back through my shirt, pressing 


his lips to the top of my head. 


lm so fucking sorry Alexi. So sorry.” 


ls this what normal is supposed to be? 
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"There, there," | said awkwardly, patting his back. Wasn't he supposed to be the one comforting me? "It's okay." 


‘Okay? So you're just okay all of a sudden? Last time | checked you were bashing your own head in!" Janne 
said, kind of half angry half scared. It was getting really fucking hard to breathe when he was squishing my 
chest like this. Motherfucker was strong. Although | already knew that, images of him punching me in the jaw 
replaying in my mind. 


"Janne, | can't fucking breathe over here," | said, straining to get the words out. | gasped when he immediately 


let me go, looking sheepish. 


"Sorry, | just... | don't know, had to make sure you were really still alive," he mumbled, looking down, to the side, 
anywhere but me because his eyes were glistening again. He managed to hold in the tears though, breathing 
deeply and returning his gaze to me. It made me uncomfortable, him studying me like that. He was looking at 


the blood, the bags under my eyes, probably trying to understand why. If he didn't already know, that is. 


"Jesus, it wasn't that serious! | wasn't on my fucking deathbed or anything," | scoffed, wondering why this time 
was so much more exceptional than all the other mornings | woke up with cuts and bruises and massive 


hangovers that had me staying in bed for hours. But then realization struck. "Shit, were you there last night?" 


"Yeah, uh, Henkka and | and then Jaska and Roope split up to look for you. Henkka thought you'd been gone too 
long and he was all worried and shit. | mean, we were all worried but.. anyway, we were out here looking 
around for fucking at least two hours and then we found you and, well, you know the rest. But shit, I've never 
seen you like that before. It was.. | don't ever want to see you like that again" He shuddered, stuck reliving 
some memory of the previous night. Now | felt even more fucking guilty. So many things to add to the list 


nowadays. 


"Fuck. Thought it was just Henkka. Sorry, | guess. Shit happens you know, | was really drunk and - shit. l'm 
gonna be sick," a familiar wave of nausea settled over me and | sprinted to the bathroom, leaving Janne looking 


confused. 


| barely made it to the toilet before the process began of expelling the little food I'd eaten yesterday, the 
alcohol I'd drank, and that weird yellow shit that starts appearing when there's nothing else left. | felt Janne 
follow me, trying to hold my hair back and rub circles on my skin but | shoved him off, motioning for him to 
leave. | hated having company while | was trying to do this. It was gross and embarrassing and | definitely didn't 
want Janne of all people in here watching. The fucker obviously couldn't take a hint though. 


"Go," | finally managed to choke out between dry heaves, the final stage of the cycle. 
"No, it's fine, I'll stay," he said as if he were doing me a favor. 


"Please, for the love of god, leave," | said flatly, my words immediately followed by another wretched gagging 
noise. | heard the door close a few seconds later, signaling that Janne's presence was indeed gone. | was able to 


finish my business in peace. 


"Uuuuuhhhh," | moaned, resting my head between my knees when it was finally over, wrinkling my nose at the 


smell of puke in my hair. | needed a shower. Bad. 


| couldn't really hold it together much longer. When | was around Janne, the ‘bad thoughts' slipped to the back 
of my mind and anger and a vague lust were shoved to the forefront. | could momentarily forget what was 
going through my head last night, what finally crashed to the surface after how fucking long | spent trying to 
keep it at bay. And now, alone in this shitty bathroom, | was free to think again. Thinking was dangerous, could 
result in dangerous behavior. | was stuck in this weird place where all | wanted was to be alone but | needed to 
be around people in order to stay intact. If left to my own devices, well, | guess last night was the perfect 


indication of what could happen. 


| guess it was kind of sick that | liked that shit. But | enjoyed the reckless behavior, the blood, the freedom of 
really not giving two fucks. Not caring about anything. It allowed me to pretend that Janne didn't matter, that | 
didn't need him. Last night was the fucking turning point. OF course | cared, of course | missed him, blah blah 


blah and the barrier was broken. 


And now Janne was speaking to me? For how long this time before the same thing happened again? And | knew 
it would, eventually. Only a matter of time before | managed to re-fuck things up. | think it was in my nature. 
Then of course there was the notion that he was only being kind to me because he legitimately thought | was 
going to die. It was a forced reaction Basically, he wasn't talking to me because he genuinely wanted to but 
because he felt obligated to. He was scared, felt guilty, and voila, better pretend to like Alexi again, or at least 
pretend our friendship is still ongoing. Let's just apologize and put it all behind us, yay! 


Yeah, no. 
Fuck, it's too early for this shit. Or rather, I'm too hungover for this shit. 


| stood up on shaky legs, stabilizing myself against the wall before turning on the water for a shower, making 


it nice and scalding. Perfect. 


Then came the process of taking off the fucking forehead wrappings. | thought of that old saying about 
bandaids and just ripped the damn thing off as quickly as possible, taking some skin and scabs with it. Great. l'm 


bleeding again What's new? 


"Fucking son of a bitch," | moaned, immediately pressing my hand to the wound as if | could just press it back 
closed and forget about it. 


"What the fuck is it now?" | heard Henkka whine from just outside the doorway, barging in before | could say 
anything. "Come on dumbass you need to take it off gently! Jesus, you really do need to be bubble-wrapped" 


‘Its fine, you know," | muttered quietly while he completely ignored me and pulled out a first-aid kit. First=aid 
kit? Since when did we get one of those in here? 


"| had to buy this especially for you, you know," he said, noticing my curious gaze. "And no, it's not ‘fine’. | 
needed to put some of this on it anyway." 


"Some of wha-fuck! That fucking hurts!" | yelped, flinching away. 
"Yeah, well, maybe itll teach you a lesson," he said, rolling his eyes. 


"Nah, | think it's fine. Just a flesh wound anyway. It'll be good," | said, studying it in the mirror. The rawness 
stretched all the way across my head and from hairline to eyebrows. The skin was just kind of shredded in 
between. It was fucking disgusting. 


"I think you might have a concussion And it was all dirty last night, there was all this black shit in it. You don't 
want it to get infected." he warned, coming at me with more of the burn-y stuff. Fuck if | was gonna let him 


put more of that shit on my head. 
"Dude, you're not doing that again," | warned, backing away from him, hands up in defense. 
"Are you preparing to fight me?" Henkka asked, smirking. 


"You wish," | laughed, ducking under his arms and running out of the bathroom. He, naturally, chased me around 
the bus, letting me win for a while because | was actually laughing for once and | think he enjoyed seeing the 
smile on my face. The other band members just looked confused. | was running around in bloodstained boxers, 
blood running down my face from some giant gash on my forehead, laughing maniacally while Henkka chased me. 
Janne just glanced from me to Henkka and back again, a somewhat sad look in his eyes. | didn't have much time 
to reflect on it though because Henkka seemed to think I'd had enough fun for one day and was actually 


reaching out to catch me. 


| ran back into the bathroom, diving into the shower with Henkka right behind me, sinking to the floor in fits of 
laughter, laughter that eventually subsided and turned into little silent tears, my body still shaking. | wondered 
if Henkka could tell the difference. We were both soaked by now anyway, so the wetness of the tears wouldn't 


give me away. All this emotional bullshit was driving me nuts. 


| knew he knew when he wound an arm around my shoulders and pulled me into his arms, enfolding me in a hug 


so unlike the one Janne had given me earlier. This was completely selfless, given because | needed it, not 


because he wanted it. | wasn't really crying anymore, just happy to burry my face in his shoulder and feel 
loved. Feel loved by at least one person 


He was stroking my soaked hair, smoothing it down my back, when all of a sudden that fucking burning flamed 
up on my forehead again, although his arms held me still this time so | couldn't jerk away. 


"Fuck! You sneaky bastard," | groaned while he shrugged apologetically, trying to stifle a laugh. "Get the fuck 


out of here! | need to get an actual shower now. The water's getting cold!" 


"Yeah, yeah," he said, grabbing my hand and helping me up before climbing out of the shower himself, grabbing 
a towel to mop at his face and hair. "You know | care about you Alllu," he said seriously, looking into my eyes 


one last time. 


"Yeah | know. Thanks, for everything," | mumbled, face growing hot. "I am capable of taking care of myself you 
know," | called as he was walking out the door. All | heard was a chuckle and a ‘sure you can’ in response. Sly 
motherfucker. 


"Oh fuck it!" | hissed, throwing another wad of gauze in the trash, failing for the fucking millionth time at 
wrapping up my head. | wanted to show Henkka that | could totally do it myself but jesus, how does this shit 
work? Whatever, | don't need it anyway. Fuck it. 


| dried my hair as best as possible with a towel and then draped it around my waist, grabbing some pants to 

throw on before joining my bandmates. Assuming they'd all seen my sorry state last night there was no need 
to hide anything anymore. Fuck, | was beyond trying to pretend things were normal at this point. They all knew. 
Fuck it. 


"Hey will you - holy fucking shit. He really is turning into a zombie," Jaska said, wide eyes giving me a once- 
over before shaking his head and muttering something to Roope. 


Looking at the seating arrangements, | was faced with a conundrum. There was an open seat between Henkka 
and Jaska and then there was Roope and Janne and another empty seat on that end. | mean, before any of this 
shit went down | would've sat next to Janne. If it had been yesterday | would've taken the seat between Henkka 
and Jaska. Now.. Janne was apparently talking to me again. But would he want me sitting next to him, like, 
actually fucking touching him? Were we just pretending to be best friends again? Fuck, this seemed like a more 
pivotal decision than it should be. 


"Uuuhhh... Alexi?" Henkka peered up at me, as everyone else was, wondering what the fuck | was doing just 
standing there. 


"Shit, zoned out," | laughed nervously, plopping down next to Henkka on instinct. Great. Now I've just confirmed 


their suspicions. Alexi's gone fucking crazy. | don't look in Jane's direction at all. What if he wanted me to sit 


next to him? What if he was happy I'd sat here? What if he didn't give a shit because | was overthinking 


something as stupid as where | was sitting? 
"So, you can totally take care of yourself?" Henkka asked with amusement, pointing to my exposed forehead. 
"Yeah! All that mummy shit just looked dumb. | don't need it” 


"Just like you don't need a shirt," Jaska chuckled, pointing to the goosebumps dotting my arms that were 


crossed over my chest. 

"| don't want to get back up," | groaned, shivering a little and pulling my arms tighter around myself. 

“That's why you need to eat something every once in a while," Henkka scolded, putting his arm around my 
narrow frame to pull me into his side, the heat radiating off his body warming me up rather nicely. | wonder if 
I'd sat near Janne, would he have done the same thing? Would he have pulled me up next to his body, helped to 


warm me up? 


And that's how | fell asleep, head on Henkka's shoulder, visions of Janne allowing me to curl into his side dancing 


behind my eyelids. 
Speaking of the devil.. 
"Janne?" | asked, dazed, staring up into deep brown eyes hovering over me. 


"Sorry but |, uh, made you something to eat," he said, embarrassed, setting a plate down and standing up to 


walk away. 


"Where the fuck is everyone?" | called after his retreating form, realizing that | was no longer on Henkka's 


shoulder. 
"They went out. Someone had to stay back with you and | wasn't really in the mood to go out anyway.’ 


"Oh," | said, looking to the plate of food. The thought of it still made my stomach churn but | felt obligated to 
eat considering the fucker actually cooked for me. "You made me fucking grilled cheese?" | asked, laughing 


delightedly as | ripped off a large chunk. 
‘Sorry, thats -" 


"all you can cook?" | finished for him, grinning. "Yeah, | know, but it was always the fucking best. Janne's 


famous grilled cheese." 


He came over and sat down next to me while | ate, flipping on the TV to some random channel and | ate in 
silence. At first he settled a few feet away from me, making sure not to touch me, but by the end of the 
hour he had shifted closer and our thighs were brushing together and things almost seemed.. normal. We were 


laughing at the stupid show, cracking jokes, just the two of us, and how the fuck did this happen? 


"Fuck Alexi, you're bleeding again," Janne said suddenly, reaching out to brush his hand across my forehead, 
showing me the streak of blood. 


"IFs fine," | waved him off, noting that it was just a little beaded blood and not gushing out or anything. And 
for a minute he let it go, although | noticed he kept glancing at me every couple seconds, before he shot up 
inexplicably during a commercial and left the room. 

He came back with the first aid supplies. Fucking brilliant. 

"| said it was fine," | complained when he started to unroll the gauze to wrap around my head again 

"Oh come on, we all know you just couldn't do it," he said, trying to get the crap to stay around my head. 

"Are you trying to blindfold me? Jeez, didn't know you were into that shit," | laughed, momentarily forgetting 
that sexual humor might not be appreciated in our particular situation. He didn't seem to notice though, just 
cursing when the stuff continued to fall down around my eyes or neck, basically anywhere except for where it 
should be. 


"You don't have to keep trying, you know. Henkka can just do it tomorrow." 


| can do this stuff too you know. | can take care of you," he said, almost as if he were trying to convince 
himself and not me as he tried again for the millionth time. 


"No. It can't be," | laughed, having an epiphany. 
"What?" 


"You're fucking jealous of Henkka! Oh my, this is the day! And don't you dare try to deny it, | can see right 
through you," | laughed. Holy shit, this is great. THE Janne Wirman, jealous of Henkka. 


"No I'm n-" 
"No no no | said don't deny it. It's fucking true!" | cackled. 


"Well there you are, yelling at me to leave you alone and a few minutes later you're running around laughing 
with Henkka! And then you're all hugging and shit and, | don't know... lim not jealous | just... uh.. 


"Awww does Janne want a hug?" | asked, tackling him to the ground with my arms around him. After a few 


moments of play fighting in which Janne didn't even try for fear of hurting me, we ended up lying side by side 
on the floor, my head now leaned onto Janne's shoulder and his fingers carding through my hair, a comfortable 


silence filling the room. 


"You know," | broke the silence, "even though you can't cook or bandage worth a shit and you fucking ignore me 


until | go crazy, you're still my best friend. | never replaced you or anything.” 


"Well | guess | kind of suck. But | didn't replace you either. | missed you Allu," he smiled, kissing my cheek. And 
that was it. | didn't get out of my mind drunk that night, we didn't talk anymore, | didn't do something stupid 
and hurt myself, we just laid there until we both fell asleep at some point, me cradled in his arms, his chin 


resting on my head, an arm thrown over my hip, my ankles mixed with his, and it was bliss. 


Somehow shit just went on as usual. Janne and | were.. actually okay. Like, our friendship was generally back to 
normal and we just forgave each other without saying anything. That's the thing. We just pretended that 
there'd never been a fight, that | had never kissed him, that we hadn't ignored each other for weeks. It was 
just all of a sudden like we were best friends again, no bumps in the road. Everyone noticed the weird change 
in dynamic, but nobody commented, assuming whatever it was, it was a good thing for both of us. And for me, 
it definitely was. | stopped deteriorating, kind of flat-lined, plateaued, whatever you want to call it. | didn't get 
better or worse. | still didn't eat enough, drank too much, didn't sleep hardly at all, would wake up with 
unexplained injuries, but at least things weren't still going downhill. 


Sometimes there were still awkward moments when | would say something that would bring back memories of 
our... uh... ‘rough period’. Or maybe there would be a moment that was a little too intimate and Janne would 
remember himself, flinching away from me immediately, although later trying to play it off, probably so as to 


not upset me. 


After about the fifth time of this happening, | decided to do something about it 
"You know Janne,” | said as he jerked away when | put my arm around his waist, "you don't have to... um." 
"What?" 

"| mean, | don't, you know, anymore, so like, it's cool,” | stuttered 

"What the fuck are you talking about?" 

"| dont.. uh.. fuck, this is embarrassing just forget it," | shook my head. Why did | bring it up? Things were 


going fucking fine and here | was, bringing up touchy subjects. There | go, fucking everything up again. Shit. Shit. 
Sh- 


"Come on, just say it!" he rolled his eyes. 
'Idon'tfuckingfeelthatwayanymore," | said, squeezing my eyes shut in sheer humiliation. l'm a fucking idiot: 
"Uhhh... come again?" 


"Shit. Fuck it. | don't have fucking ‘feelings’ for you anymore," | moaned, face reddening significantly. "| can't 
believe | just said that. Forget it. Forget | said anything. This never happened." 


"Uh... good?" he said awkwardly, rubbing at the back of his neck 
"Yeah, well, I'm just gonna go.." | trailed off, pretty much sprinting out of there and away from him. 


| made a point never to bring up that topic ever again. Obviously. | think Janne was secretly kind of relieved 


but he never said anything about it either. 


Needless to say, it was a complete and utter lie. And boy, did | try. To get over him, that is. At least when he 
was ignoring me | could drudge up some hatred to replace the love but now that we were fucking best buds 
again, all that love came flooding back. | mean, I'd gotten over people before him, so it should be easy. | told 
myself that it was pointless, that this was a dead end, but fuck, his eyes were always looking at me in that 
way and | couldn't help it. 


| think part of it had to do with the fact that he was so damn unobtainable. | was Alexi Laiho. | kind of got 
what | wanted. Successful band? Check. All the alcohol | could ask for? Check. Girls, girls, and more girls? Check 
But Janne? No. | couldn't, wouldn't have him. No matter how much | wanted him. Maybe it felt like failure to 


give up. 


| fucked chicks. Like, an almost normal amount. | went with Janne again like old times, just because I'd told him | 
was over him now and was obligated to act normal. But there was also the hope | could learn to like something 
else. | wasn't fucking gay or something. | should be able to look at some boobs and get turned on. | refused to 
think about Janne while | was doing this shit. Just think about the girl. But the act of telling myself not to 
think about him was indeed thinking about him and eventually all of this mind play would result, and did result, 
in me rapid firing a progression of images of Janne followed by big red x's and an internal warning not to think 


about him, which just gave more images and so on and so forth until it was over. 
This was the shit | had to deal with. 


And however pathetic, lame, and completely non-metal it sounds, love fucking sucks. Unrequited love sucks even 


worse. 


It was stupid of me, really, to get that drunk around Janne. | could be many kinds of drunk depending on the 
situation and mood | was in, ranging from mellow to violent to funny to honestly whatever the fuck | felt like. 
We were at a bar and the conversation had turned to women and he was scanning the room and picking people 


out, pointing at her or her and asking my opinion. | mean, who wouldn't have to get wasted for that shit? 


But then the conversation seemed to shift and of course he started talking about picking one up, maybe two - 
one for me and one for him. Horny drunk it is. 


| started touching him more, leaning in a little closer, draping my arm over his shoulder, our cheeks rubbing 
together as he pointed out possibilities and | watched his lips move. | was sick of fucking random girls. Maybe | 
should tell him no, | didn't want to tonight. He was so drunk he wasn't even noticing my increased contact. | 
should just try to seduce him instead. He probably wouldn't even know the difference. 

Fuck! That is why | shouldn't drink that much around him. My mind starts throwing forth crazy but appealing 
ideas like that. l'm supposed to be playing the part of completely straight Alexi who no longer harbors any 
weird feelings for his best friend. Just say you don't wanna do it and go home, maybe walk the streets and 
beat yourself up some more. Horny drunk shared a border with violent drunk, sadly. 

"Hey, aren't you that guy in that band?" a chick asked, peering into my face as if it held all the answers. ‘That 
guy in that band. Typical. | just nodded drunkenly. She had nice boobs. Perky butt. Kinda goth but hot. Fuck it. 
Rock and roll. | should just do it. 

"You guys are so great! | think | went to a concert of yours. Soooo good!" 

She had no idea who | was. Perfect. Almost as drunk as we were. 

"You wanna come back to my room?" | slurred (we were actually in a hotel tonight thank god). | was a real 
class act. Tactful. | still had my arm around Janne, practically sitting in his lap, so it was a struggle to stand 
up, but the girl laughed an annoying yes and helped to steady me. 

"Great, just leave me down here," Janne mumbled, not really caring, although the girl didn't detect that. 

"He can come too," she smirked. 

"Hmmmm?" | drawled lazily, too far gone to even understand what she was getting at. 

| don't think that's a good idea," Janne answered for me, shaking his head. 


"Come on! It'll be fun!" she begged, pulling on Janne's arm. 


"Let's go," | complained, still not really understanding what was going on 


"You know you want to," she smirked, leaning over to drag her tongue up his neck and thrust it in his mouth, a 


hand covertly massaging his crotch. This girl was fucking bold. 


"You don't want to miss out on all the fun, do you?" she whispered into his ear, biting the lobe. A low, barely 
audible moan escaped his throat and his eyes met mine momentarily. It was in that split second that | realized 


what was going on Oh. Oooohhhh. 


And that was how we ended up walking back to my room, the girl half-dragging Janne, nails digging into his 
upper arm, to do god knows what. | think | might've been vaguely excited but mostly fucking terrified. 


All | really remember thinking is that this was exactly why | didn't get too drunk around Janne. 


Downfall 
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My fingers were shaky when | tried to fit the key in the door, so we all stood out in the hallway, basking in 
the awkwardness, while | fumbled around like an idiot. A drunken idiot. For some reason, the words | really 
wanted to say just wouldn't come out of my mouth. | told myself that if the door didn't open on this next try, 
then | would force myself to say them. The door opened. 


| had wanted to tell them both to leave. | was tired. | felt sick. | didn't want to do this. | had a façade to uphold, 
a façade that would start to crumble when | was naked in bed with a certain Finnish keyboardist. He could read 
me like a book. Even if | kept my hands to myself and didn't do anything physically to him, he'd know. He'd sense 
it. And then it'd all be over. Again. | was rational enough to realize that, at least. | wanted to tell the girl that | 
wasn't willing to waste another drop of energy, another fucking brain cell, on another forgettable slut like 
herself. | couldn't even remember why | had been okay with this in the first place. My brain obviously wasn't 
functioning properly. 


Instead | collapsed on my bed face-down and closed my eyes, curling into a ball and trying to go to sleep. | 
thought maybe they might just go on with their business without me, you know, see that | was obviously not 
up for this shit right now and go ahead and fuck or whatever while | was asleep so that | could miss out on 
the whole thing and pretend it never happened. Ta-da. This definitely made sense to my fucked up brain. But no. 


"You sleepy?" | heard a voice - her voice - whisper in my ear, lips pressing against my neck, sucking a little. | 
didn't open my eyes. Didn't respond. Go away. "| can wake you up," | heard her say, could actually hear that 


playful smirk in her voice. | wondered vaguely what Janne was doing. 


A low moan answered my questions. She was jerking him off. Therefore, he couldn't be more than a few feet 
away. Shit, this was so wrong. Why'd he agree to it anyway? He knew how | felt. Or used to feel. Did he feel 
like being cruel tonight? Or maybe he was getting suspicious. Fuck, maybe he was just as drunk as | was and 


didn't know any better. 

Or there was always the chance that he secretly wanted to do this. With me. That maybe, just maybe, he 
wanted to touch me just as much as | wanted to touch him. | mean, maybe saying that | was over him made 
him realize what he was missing... 


Fuck. | was desperate. 


The really pathetic part was that that thought accompanied by the noises Janne was making caused my 


unresponsive dick to immediately spring to life. Horny drunk makes his return. 


"See, told you | could wake you up," she whispered in some fake naughty voice, reaching inside my pants, acting 
as if she was the reason | was turned on all of a sudden. This was just fucking embarrassing, getting off on 
Janne when he was standing right there. | knew | was blushing. | was so paranoid that | began to wonder if 
maybe he could read my thoughts and knew exactly what was going on right now inside of my head. But that 
was just dumb. And some little voice in the back of my mind didn't really want this to end anyway, telling me 
to go ahead and make the most of the situation while it was happening. Janne wouldn't be here if he didn't 
want to be, so that must mean something, right? He actually wants to be in here. With you. And that voice 


was so damn compelling, very easy to believe, really. 


Sitting up, | pushed her hand away, needing to sneak a peek at what was going on, just a small peek. Couldn't 
have Janne catch me staring at him, but in the spirit of making the most of things, | may as well take a little 


look. 


What | saw was Janne standing beside her, kind of beside me too, | guess, stripped to a T-shirt and boxers, 
her hand inside his pants, moving around, his face all scrunched up like it was the best feeling in the world 
despite the fact that it was just a goddamn hand job for fuck's sake. Whatever the case, nothing compared to 
actually seeing him like this in the flesh, not just hearing him through a wall and imagining what was happening. 
No, that didn't even compare. This was fucking angelic. My "peek" turned into a half-minute stare, or gawk 
really, before he opened his eyes and flashed them immediately to my face, which was probably beet red by 
this point. 


He held my gaze for a few long seconds before | looked away and leaned in to kiss the girl, whatever the fuck 
her name was. Didn't matter, just had to divert my attention She responded with much enthusiasm, as 
predicted, considering just moments ago | hadn't been particularly unengaged in what she was doing. When she 
started trying to put her tongue in my mouth | moved down to kiss her neck instead, steering clear of too 
much saliva exchange. Peeking up | saw that Janne had overtaken her mouth, and | wondered if he could taste 
me on her lips. | quickly looked away again, though, afraid he'd catch me staring again. Once was a mistake, 
explainable, but twice was just a little much. 


| continued kissing her half-heartedly, feeling Janne's hands travel down her torso, thinking about maybe doing 
that too but then "accidentally" having my hands run overtop of his... but no, | dismissed the idea | didn't want 
to be so obvious. Some part of me thought maybe | should reciprocate and do something for the girl but the 
other part decided | honestly didn't give a fuck about her anyway and who cared, which was the truth 


however bad it sounded. 


Before | could completely lose the mood again, | felt a hand brush over my hip, landing there for maybe two 
seconds before dropping away, and unless this girl was fucking superwoman and could contort her arms in 
impossible positions, that hand had to belong to Janne. My eyes snapped up and open to see him still kissing the 
girl, although he had moved down to her neck as well, and his eyes, black in this dim lighting, flickered to mine 
for only a split second, although his hand raised again and rested on the back of my neck, rubbing a little bit, 
pulling me over so that our faces were next to each other. By this point | was so shocked that | had stopped 
kissing the girl and was just staring at him, hyperaware of the hand that had slipped from my neck down to 


my lower back, resting right on the curve of my spine. | think | might've stopped breathing. 


Her lips found mine again not too long after, noticing my transfixion | suppose, but | was only kissing back half- 
heartedly, focusing on the heat of Janne right next to me, swallowing the moan that almost escaped when that 


hand travelled up my back to card through my hair, nails raking gently against my scalp. 


| really lost it when a second pair of lips pressed against my neck, leaving a trail of small butterfly kisses along 
my collarbone and jaw. | was pretty much frozen in place, afraid that any movement would scare him away. | 
just couldn't believe it. It had to be a dream. Janne was actually kissing me, which meant he actually did agree 
to this because he legitimately wanted to be here with me. Or at least didn't mind that | was here too. 
Whatever the case.. 


A small private smile twisted on my lips before | felt hot breath on my ear, teeth tugging on the lobe. That's 
when | came, moaning rather audibly, unable to hold it in this time, into the girl's persistent hand. Janne's teeth 
released me and | sagged forward a little, head resting on the shoulder of the girl, who had moved onto kissing 


Janne, working him a little more vigorously with her hand until he followed suit. 


| was still in a state of shock and pure euphoria when some amount of time later (| honestly had no idea how 


long | sat there) | felt a sharp poke to my shoulder. 
"What?" | hissed, realizing the room was too quiet as | stared down into the face of the nameless girl. 


"What's wrong with him?" she asked, pointing to Janne, who was obviously passed out on the other side of the 
bed, eyes closed peacefully. 


"He passed out. It happens all the time, don't worry. He had a lot to drink tonight" 
‘Oh. So.. what do you wanna do?" she asked, raising her eyebrows suggestively. 
"Uhhhh.. show you the door?" | guessed, standing up, grabbing her arm and pulling her toward the exit. 


"You don't want to..?" she left the question unfinished, staring at me with a somewhat confused look on her 


face. 

"No. You can just leave now," | said, opening the door and motioning for her to get out. 

"Asshole," she muttered as she brushed by me, readusting the straps of her tank top and slamming the door 
behind her. | chuckled a little and ran my hands through my hair, walking back to the bed to look at Janne 


without the fear of him catching me staring. 


His hair framed his head on the pillow and he looked so peaceful that | couldn't help but press a quick kiss to 
his lips. | didn't know what the fuck had happened tonight or why, but at the moment | didn't really care. 


Then of course, there was the issue of whether or not | should sleep on the bed with him, risking a possible 
freak out, or on the floor, risking major discomfort and losing the opportunity to sleep next to him, | don't 
know, maybe a leg touching his or something. Pretty frisky indeed. 


"Mmmmmmalexiii?" | heard a mumble from the heap on the bed. 
"Janne?" | questioned, watching him shift, rubbing his eyes drowsily. 
"Jus c'mere alreadyyy," he drawled, grabbing my wrist and pulling me onto the bed. 


"Oh, okay," | said timidly, making sure not to touch him as | situated myself on the opposite side, half of me 
dangling off the edge due to his sprawling. Since when was | fucking shy? 


"Whatcha doin? C'mon." he grumbled, reaching over to drape an arm over my waist, pulling me into his chest, 
my head tucked under his chin. "There. You're safe." 


"Safe?" | chuckled, peaking up at him through my eyelashes and curtain of hair. 


"Mmmmmhmmmm," he answered, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead, which was still in the process of 


healing, although it looked a hell of a lot better than before. "I'll protect you. Promise." 


"You're really drunk aren't you?" | laughed as he cradled me against him, nuzzling into my hair and kissing the 


top of my head. 


"Janne?" | asked as | felt the movement stop and got no response. The motherfucker passed out again. | guess 


this was the answer to my question. Fuck it. | had to admit, this was a lot better than the floor. 


When | woke up the next morning, | was instantly aware of the body next to me in bed as well as the long hair 
tickling my nose. My first instinct was that I'd brought another girl to the room last night after getting 
sufficiently drunk. Bummer. 


But then | opened my eyes and the memories came flooding back, of leading Janne back to my room, falling 
asleep curled up in his arms, basically everything I'd dreamed about since all this shit started. | was... confused. 
To say the least. He'd been so adamant against doing anything with me and then all of a sudden he wants to 
kiss and cuddle? 


For once in my life, | decided against overthinking it and just snuggled back up against him, enjoying the feeling 
of being wanted. For a few minutes. But then the overwhelming urge to piss came over me and | was forced to 


disentangle myself and sprint/waddle to the bathroom, immediately missing the warmth of Janne's arms. 


And | couldn't exactly just climb back into bed and replace those arms without waking him, so | instead stared 


longingly at his peaceful face and sprawled out body before making some coffee. 


| realized what was off about this routine a few minutes later: | never woke up this early. | didn't know what 
to do with myself. It could be hours before the oaf on the bed woke up and until then.. | would just sit here? 
Read something? Fuck. 


Thank god it only took ten minutes for the sheets to start rustling and a few deep sighs to come from the 
direction of the bed. It was all fucking good until | heard a confused "what the fuck?". So he was in a good 


mood! Yes! 
"Alexi?" he asked, squinting at me and rubbing the sleep out of his eyes. 
"You're awake!" | grinned. "| made some coffee. And from the looks of it, you're gonna need it." 


"No shit," he scowled, rubbing his eyes again and looking around. "Why the fuck am | in your room? Or better 
yet, in your fucking bed?" 


He was not a morning person 


"What do you mean? Last night we-oh. Ooooohhh. You don't remember do you?" | asked, the sudden realization 


causing a sinking feeling to well in my stomach. 


"Last night we what?" he said through clenched teeth, standing up to his full height. Why was he getting mad 
at me? Shit shit shit somehow | didn't think he'd like what we actually did last night. 


"Hey man, look, it was your idea. Kind of. | mean, you agreed to it, so don't get all mad at me!" | cringed as he 
walked over to me, our height difference suddenly seeming much more pronounced when he had that look on 


his face and was towering over me while | shrunk further into the chair, avoiding his gaze. 
"What did we do last night Alexi?" he asked, biting out my name harshly. 


"Well we got really drunk. Obviously. And, uh, you were looking at girls, as always, and then one came up and 
recognized me or something and | asked her to come back here and then she asked you to come too and you 
said yes. In my defense, | had no idea what was going on until you already agreed. And then she gave us hands 
jobs, nothing special and she left and you passed out. On my bed." 


"Oh. That's it? | was we afraid we had, you know, done something...” he shuddered, going to pour himself a cup 
of coffee. | simultaneously wanted to punch him and burst into tears. Instead | gritted my teeth and dug my 
nails into my thighs. 


"That would have been really bad, huh," | chuckled bitterly, standing up abruptly, my chair scraping back with 


an unbearably loud and grating noise. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Janne demanded, both of us glaring at each other. 


"Oh nothing, just thinking how well you hid your disgust last night when you were kissing me and practically 


forcing me to sleep in bed with you." 
At that his face went pale as a sheet and he seemed to be the one shrinking under my words. 


"You can go ahead and barf now because it was all you buddy. Alll you," | smiled, patting him on the shoulder 


while he just stood there, staring at me with wide brown eyes. 
"You're lying. | wouldn't." he trailed off, looking down at his shoes. 


"Well, you did. I'm not making it up. What's so bad about it anyway? What's the big deal? You obviously wanted 
to." 


"| was drunk! You know how | get when I'm drunk, | make out with anybody! | don't believe you anyway," he said 


stubbornly, frowning and crossing his arms. 


"Why would | make this up? What would be the point? To piss you off? I'm not suicidal!" | exclaimed, rolling my 
eyes. 


"Really? Your behavior says otherwise,’ he raised his eyebrows, looking pointedly at the abrasions speckling my 
pale skin. 


"Stop trying to change the subject. I'm not lying and you know it. | don't see what the fucking issue is anyway. 
What's so bad about kissing me or sleeping in the same bed as me? You enjoyed it while it was happening.’ 


"IFs just." he sighed, rubbing a hand over his face, contemplating what to say before looking up with sudden 


realization. "You know what? You say you aren't lying but all you've been doing is lying to me!" 

"What the fuck are you talking about?" | asked, legitimately confused. 

"All that crap about not feeling that way about me anymore was just bullshit wasn't it? Lies!" 

"So that you'd stop acting so goddamn weird around me, yeah! What do you care anyway, seeing as you're 
apparently allowed to do whatever you want and just chalk it up as a drunk mistake. Glad | could be of service 
to you at least," | snarled, slumping back down in the chair. 

"Come on, that's not how it was..." 


"Then how was it?" 


"Look Alexi, you're my best friend," he started, rubbing anxiously at the stubble along his jawline. 


"Yeah? And since when do best friends do that to their other best friends who they know at least used to 


have feelings for them?" | asked, knowing | was being childish but not really caring. 


"Okay, you wanna play that game? Since when do friends lie to their other friends about said feelings, hmmm? 
It wasn't even that you just hid it, you actually made a point to tell me that things were back to normal!" 


"In order to salvage said friendship, yes | did. And maybe that was wrong but at least | was trying to do the 
right thing, you know, actually think of someone other than myself" 


"Oh, so you want me to think of someone other than myself, like you. You're such a saint Alexi, running around 
recklessly hurting yourself so that the whole band suffers and Henkka and | have to take care of you day and 
night, disappearing at odd hours and making everyone worry so much that we can't enjoy ourselves anymore, 
hitting me first and then acting like the victim, and look at you now, trying to make me feel guilty about 
something | CAN"T EVEN REMEMBER, events that probably wouldn't have happened in the first place if you 
hadn't lied to me. And you have the nerve to sit there with tears in your eyes like I'm the bad guy. You're the 
epitome of selflessness. Ha Grow up," he scoffed, looking at me like | was scum. Which | obviously was. His 


words struck a nerve and everything he said rung true, confirmed my fears. 
"Janne, I'm so sorry, | didn't -" 


"No. | should take your advice. Think of someone other than myself for a change. So.. what would Alexi want 
me to do..?" he asked, pretending to ponder it for a few seconds. "Ah! Is this what you want?" he asked, 
crushing his lips to mine without an ounce of affection or gentleness, biting at my lips mercilessly, jerking my 
head back into place when | tried to rip it away. His fingers dug hard into the skin on the back of my neck and 
| felt the tears rising in my eyes no matter how hard | tried to keep them at bay. 


"No?" he asked when he finally pulled away. "Well, maybe you'd rather just suck my dick," he shrugged, pushing 


me down onto my knees so that my face was level with his crotch. "ls this what you want, Allu?" 
"N-no, Janne l'm really s-sor-" 


"Ssshhh, no need to be embarrassed, go ahead," he said, smiling as | felt the first tear leak out of the corner 
of my eye and roll slowly down my cheek, my teeth digging into my lower lip to try and keep it from trembling 
although | was failing miserably. 


"Come on, do it," he encouraged, unbuttoning his pants and pushing my head further into his crotch so that 
my lips were touching fabric. All | did was shake my head violently and try to stand up, more silent tears 
beginning to spill over my lids, but he pushed me back down so that my knees hit the floor with a thud and | 


let out a small gasp. 


"So you don't want that either | guess.. hmmm.. maybe you just want me to go ahead and fuck you?" 


"What? No!" | cried, mind springing into action when he pushed me down flat on my back and made to climb on 
top of me. | tried to scramble away but only earned Janne's fingernails digging into my wrists while, despite my 


squirming, he managed to sit on my thighs and hold me in place so that | couldn't escape. 
"Janne, please, don't." | begged, still trying in vain to throw him off me, kicking my legs and thrashing my body. 


"Is okay Alexi, you can stop being selfless now and trying to think of me. Just let me help you. This is my 
favor," he grinned, ripping my shirt off and using it to dry my face. "Now stop crying and enjoy yourself.” 


He raked his nails down my torso, allowing them to pass over fresh wounds, before unbuttoning my pants and 


pulling them down to my ankles. 


"Please, stop it.. please.." | whimpered, my cries becoming more audible and panicked as he flipped me over and 
tugged at my underwear, leaving me naked and exposed. | could feel the heat against my back, hear the sound 
of Janne's own zipper being undone, and | just kind of lost it, my arms collapsing beneath me, body shaking, | 

curled into a ball. And when | felt his weight leave me | scuttled into a corner, knees drawn up in front of my 


body as if they would shield me. 


"So you didn't want that either? Weird. I'm sorry | couldn't repay you for all your previous altruism," he said 
sarcastically, sneering down at my folded up body and wet face, partially hidden behind my legs. 


"Why don't you just go bash your head in again and see who comes to your rescue, because | can definitely 


guarantee it's not going to be me." 


"Can you leave?" was all | managed to choke out, and in a rather pathetic voice, | might add. But the door did 


actually close a few moments later. 


And that's how | ended up curled up in the corner of my room, naked, crying and shaking, for two hours 


straight. Nice start to the day. 


Bubble bath 
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This was not going well. And by this | mean the mac and cheese cooking on the stove. Or what used to be mac 
and cheese, anyway. How does one manage to fuck up boxed mac and cheese in the first place? And what was 
that weird smell? Should pasta be smoking this much? 


Just about the time that | was worried the smoke alarm was going to go off, | heard the click of my door 
opening. A shot of fear went through me when | considered the possibility that it was Janne, coming back for 
god knows what, but the shock of golden hair | glimpsed in my peripheral vision clued me in as to who the true 


culprit was. 


Henkka strolled in and, without even so much as a glance in my direction, lightly knocked me out of the way and 
dumped out whatever the fuck was bubbling away in that pot and grabbed the box, starting over. | just sighed 


and slumped against the wall, rolling my eyes. 


‘I'm not a child," | muttered stubbornly, crossing my arms and sticking out my chin, the picture of maturity. 
Henkka just looked at me, for the first time since he'd barged in without warning, | might add, and snickered as 


if there was some inside joke he was having with himself that | was excluded from. 
"What are you laughing at?" | whined, letting my arms drop from their folded position against my chest. 
"You," he grinned, looking over and snickering again before returning his attention to cooking. 


"hmmph," | grunted, subtly noting what he was doing so that | could maybe make it myself next time without 
burning the place down. 


"You really are useless when it comes to anything other than guitar, aren't you?" Henkka joked, reading the 


instructions on the back of the box. "It tells you exactly what to do. Did you even read these?" 


"Yesl.. Okay, no," | sighed, looking down at my bare feet. Alright, so | was a complete idiot. As if | didn't know 
that already. "Why are you in here anyway?" 


"Well, Roope's drunk. As usual. And Jaska got up early to go sightseeing. | haven't seen Janne since he stormed 
out of his room a few hours ago. But hey, at least | can always count on you to stay locked up in your room 
all day doing nothing except, judging by your eyes, crying around and sulking! And then | smelled burning so | 


knew it was time to come save the day with my superior cooking skills and great company!" Henkka smirked, 


returning his attention to the pot that was already looking a hell of a lot more like mac and cheese than 


whatever | had cooked up. 


"I haven't been crying around and sulking all day! My allergies are just kicking in!" | argued, rubbing at my eyes 


for good measure. 
"Alexi. You don't have any allergies. Now stop being silly and hand me that spoon right there." 


| just stared at him, trying to think of something halfway intelligent to say. | blanked and handed him the spoon 


in silence. 


"So. Are you going to tell me what happened between you and Janne this morning? And don't give me that look. 
We all heard you arguing and then him stomping out of your room straight into his own without a word. Its 


not a secret," Henkka said as he set the perfect bowl of macaroni and cheese in front of me. 


| don't think you even want to know. It was my fault, on any level," | mumbled, poking at the noodles with my 
fork, suddenly not very hungry anymore. 


"Why do you always blame yourself for everything? That's why you're so unhappy all the time, you know, 
because you're constantly feeling guilty for something or other. And | went to all this trouble to cook that for 
you so eat it," he added, narrowing his eyes at my hand playing with the food. 

"Maybe, but this really was my fault. | always have to push everything. | don't know why, what | think is going 
to happen. He already made his decision very clear.." | trailed off, shoveling a forkful of the pasta into my 
mouth, chewing mechanically and forcing it to slide down my throat. "Things were perfectly fine and then | had 


to go and force the issue and now everything's fucked up again. Thanks to me." 


"I bet if you just told me what happened, | could help you," Henkka offered, piercing green eyes boring straight 


into mine, searching for answers. | looked away. 
"| don't know if you could.” 


"f it's about how you.. nevermind, you're right, I'll stay out of it if you want me to," he conceded, arms raised 


in surrender, grabbing my empty bowl and heading for the sink 
"How | what?" | called after him. There's no way he.. No, he couldn't know... 
"I said nothing, forget it. Do you wanna come on a walk with me?" He asked, quickly changing the subject. 


"Where?" | asked, because a walk? Really? We didn't just go on walks. 


"To find Janne. If it's your fault, as you say, then | guess he needs me more than you do. We don't want 
another situation like that time you went running off all upset and came back the next morning looking like a 


mummy with all the gauze | had to put around your head" 


The words echoed in my mind. ‘Why don't you just go bash your head in again and see who comes to your 


rescue, because | can definitely guarantee it's not going to be me: 


| cringed, feeling the sting as if | could hear his voice all over again, the palpable disgust, irritation. | felt like 


complete and utter shit. Fuck this. 


"Hey, sorry to bring that up again Didn't know it was a sensitive topic." Henkka said gently, hands raised in 
apology. Obviously my face was betraying my emotions. 


"No, it's not you. Anyway, | don't think he really wants to see me right now so you go on ahead and look for 


him or whatever without me." 


"You know, it would probably do you some good to see the outdoors every once in a while. Breathe some fresh 
air, get some vitamin D, move around a bit, have some human interaction.." | could tell he just really didn't 


want to leave me alone when | was in what he would call a “fragile state." 


‘Im tired. | woke up really early this morning for some reason so I'm just going to take a nap, you know, sleep 
it off" | smiled, albeit weakly, with the kind of finality that prompted him to leave with a ‘whatever and ‘get 
some rest, looks like you need it: | mean, did | honestly look that fucking bad? No wonder Janne was 


experiencing feelings of repulsion.. 


| didn’t really plan on sleeping. It was just an excuse to get out of going to search for Janne, who | assumed 
didn't exactly want to see me any more than | wanted to see him. Which was not very much. | mean, what was 
| supposed to say? Fuck you dick? | really want to hate you but dammit | just can't seem to? Or maybe sorry 


for being an idiot, let's call it even? 


But when Henkka left | realized | honestly had nothing better to do so fuck it, why not sleep? Except all | could 

seem to do was toss and turn. | laid there a while trying to think of some solution to all my problems but that 
also turned out to be a fruitless venture. | was starting to feel kind of insane from lack of quality sleep and all 
these thoughts racing through my head so | did the only thing that made me feel halfway sane: grab a glass 


and pour myself a drink. 
The problem was, as I've said before, alcohol could do many things to my state of mind It basically just 
amplified whatever | was already feeling, so all that really happened was | got more anxious and stressed out 


and depressed and self-loathing. | mean, how much more pathetic could | be? | was groveling for fuck's sake. 


| got up and started rooting around in my bag, sticking my hand all the way to the bottom where several 


cylindrical bottles were swimming around. | grabbed as many as | could and pulled them out to inspect them. 
Several were various vitamins that Henkka had given me when he said | should eat healthier. Yeah, right. Still 
unopened. Some antidepressants from a long time ago. Shit, | didn't even know these were still in here. Well, 
whatever, also unopened. Advil. Meh... not really what | was looking for but it could maybe help with this 
fucking raging headache that | could feel coming on. Swallowed a few of those. Aha! This was what | was looking 
for. Sleeping pills. Unopened thus far but considering | was too anxious to fall asleep on my own, why not? Took 


a couple. 


Satisfied | went back to my bed and pulled the sheets tightly around me and closed my eyes, expecting 
immediate bliss. It was too fucking hot. | shoved the sheets off and stripped off my shirt. But then it was too 
damn cold. Perkele! Putting the shirt back on but leaving the sheets at the foot of the bed | tried again. Fucking 
sleeping pills don't fucking work fuck it. 


| groaned and rolled out of bed. So | guess | wasn't tired after all. Doesn't matter. I'll just.. go buy some more 
alcohol! | thought when | opened the small fridge in my room and saw a complete lack of beer. Good excuse to 
go do something anyway. Fuck sleeping. Who needs sleep? Not me, that's for sure. | could stay awake for days! 
| smiled at the idea of more alcohol slipped on my shoes, practically skipping out the door. | came to the 
conclusion that the only way to deal with my problems was to keep busy and not actually deal with them. If | 
just ignored the issue, eventually it would go away, right? Just gotta keep busy. This revelation considerably 
brightened my spirits and | felt a great rush of energy, kind of a ‘who gives a fuck, I'm Alexi Laiho 
motherfucker! mentality. In hindsight | guess these giant mood swings couldn't be considered good things 
because next thing | knew | ran into something solid that jolted me from whatever sudden happiness had 


overtaken me. And then said happiness drained away in an instant. 


| was looking up into the confused face of a one Janne Wirman, being dragged from the arm by Henkka. | had 
started to mutter sorry before | realized who exactly | had practically ran over in the hallway, and the word 
died in my throat, coming out more like "so-" which was embarrassing enough in itself. But then we made eye 
contact and | just fucking stared at him like I'd never seen this guy before. Just unable to move out of the 


way. 


| saw in my peripheral vision Henkka looking down at me and dropping Janne's arm, walking away and into his 
own room, shutting the door, leaving us alone, staring at each other, and there was this tension, this 
unbearable tension that made my hair stand on end and the air crackle around me. Or at least that's how | 


perceived it. The silence had to be broken. The tension was building. He had to say something to me. Anything. 


But we just stood there in silence. And | think we both knew he had to say something. He had to apologize. He 
had to say he didn't mean it, what he had said earlier this morning. He just.. this tension was building and he 
had to say it. And in my head the only identifiable thoughts were this chant. "Come on, say something," | pled 
silently, with my eyes. "Say something, anything" "say you're sorry" "tell me you're sorry Jane" "tell me you 
didn't mean it" "tell me how much | mean to you" "tell me that you care" "say you're sorry" "tell me you need 
me" "say something” "ask me to go get a drink with you" "ask me if | want to talk" "ask me to hang out 
Tonight" "apologize" "say you didn't mean a word of it, you were in a bad mood, you love me, l'm your best 


friend, you need me to forgive you, you forgive me, you want to hug me, you want to see me smile again" 


"speak. please.’ | could feel the heat rising up to my cheeks, could literally feel my face burning red, and | could 
feel water welling up behind my eyelids just waiting for some words to be spoken, just a direct result of this 
unbearable tension. My mental pleas started to get louder as | saw the confusion slowly drain out of his eyes, 
the concern, the connection we had had for that minute or two, staring. We were losing it. Or he was. 
Disinterest was clouding his eyes. Complete and utter disinterest. Although my face stayed the same my 
thoughts were on the verge of frenzy, frantically shouting "SAY SOMETHNG GODDAMMIT | NEED YOU TO SAY 
SOMETHING". 


And then the tension was broken He left. He stepped out and around me and went to his room and shut the 
door. | didn't even turn around to watch him do it. | stayed in the same place, shoulders slumping, face frozen 


in this expression of what I'd imagine was sorrowful disbelief. 


"Fuck," | muttered, although my voice broke, making it a two-syllable word like ‘fu-uck', which just made me 
want to punch myself in the face. | could feel wetness on my cheeks but decided it was best not to 


acknowledge things like this and continued on my way. More alcohol. Right. Ummmm have a purpose in life, you 


know. Just gotta, uh, face reality. Deal with it. 


"Motherfucking... fuck. | can't even believe this right now," | grumbled, annoyed, swiping the water off my 


cheeks and out from under my eyes. "Fucking shit." 

"Alexi?" | heard from behind me. Jaska. “What's wrong?" 

Sighing, | whirled around. "Do you see.. THS!" | said, pointing at my face. He looked.. confused. Kinda like Janne. 
'Uhhhh see what?" he asked tentatively, looking at me like | was crazy, 


"This... this fucking WATER coming out of my fucking FACE! | mean, honestly.." | shook my head angrily and 


rubbed at my eyes once again, trying to prevent any further trickles 

"Ummm. I think that's, uh, are you... crying?" he asked, still seeming vaguely scared of me. 
"Nol" | said hotly 

"Oh, alr- 


"Finel Maybe | am! Don't have to be so damn pushy!" | whined, stomping out the door and onto the sidewalk, 
rubbing furiously at my eyes. Not that it mattered, because it was raining anyway and | was almost instantly 
soaked. | vaguely considered screaming curse words at the sky but managed to restrain myself, not wanting a 
million of the people walking around me to stare. And anyway, | was pretty sure the tears had stopped in 
observance of my almost cartoonish bad luck so whatever. | wasn’t even sad, so who knows why they were 
there in the first place. Maybe out of habit. | don't know. But | was merely annoyed, mildly angry, and overall 
gut wrenchingly empty. Perhaps it was the emotional whiplash of the last ten minutes. | don't know. But my 
feet trudged on and began the walk to the nearest store that sold beer. The fucking promise land. 


It was getting cold when | made my way back outside, beer in hand of course, and | pulled my sweatshirt 
tighter around my body and put the hood up, shivering a little, taking another big gulp of the alcohol to warm 
my throat and insides. For some reason | was all of a sudden starting to feel drowsy and it was getting to be a 
struggle to keep my eyes open. | couldn't be more than half the distance from the hotel and yet it was 
seemingly impossible to continue on, and my mind was entering that phase of sleepiness where nothing makes 
logical sense unless it includes sleeping RIGHT NOW. 


| entertained the thought of just finishing the walk and going back up to my room where it was dry and warm 
and climbing under clean sheets. And then | entertained the idea of resting right here on the sidewalk up 
against this wall. Nobody would be alarmed. They'd just think | was some other homeless guy. But that would 
be idiotic. Why would | fucking sleep against a wall? That would be just another thing to add to my list of really 
stupid ideas. 


But of course next thing | knew | was sitting down, my eyes nearly closed, mumbling to myself ‘just for a little 
bit. A minute's rest. Then I'll got wondering if this was the sleeping pills finally kicking in and making a mental 
note never to take those again because if that's what this was they were way too strong for me. And then | 
think | fell asleep or passed out or whatever you'd want to call it. Shit went black The drowsiness took over. 


And | have no idea how long | stayed like that. 
~ Until someone started waking me up. 


"Allu! Come on." and hands shaking me. | just groaned and turned my head the other way, silently begging the 


person to go away. 

"Thank god.. come on Alexi, let's go..." and the hands kept shaking me. 

"Go away." | mumbled, half-heartedly trying to swat the hands away, shivering and pulling my sweatshirt 
closer around myself. Surprisingly the hands did stop and | didn't hear the voice anymore so | figured they left, 
fortunately for me. Although now that | was awake | was fucking freezing and | shivered again, wondering how 
long I'd been out here. 

But then lips pressed softly against my own. And my eyes flew open. 

"| knew that'd wake you," Janne said, smiling down at me, relieved and almost affectionate. "Now come on, we're 
getting you inside," he said, tugging at my arm uselessly, for when | tried to stand | pretty much just fell back 
over. 


"Janne its snowing!" | exclaimed, looking at the snow glistening under the street lights. 


‘Of course it is," he grinned, ruffling my hair so that snowflakes fell out of it. "Thats why we need to go now. 


Your lips are looking kind of purple.." he trailed off, reaching out to gently rub his thumb over my lips while | 
just stared up at him incredulously. 


"Am | dreaming?" | mumbled, my lips moving against his finger. 


"No," he said, pulling away and wrinkling his nose in confusion. "Why would you think." and then his face fell a 
little, maybe realizing why | might think that or maybe due to something else, but he just shook his head and 
asked me to lean forward a little, which | did without complaint because | was too busy staring up at him 
wondering how anyone could be that beautiful. Through my groggy haze he appeared perfect, standing tall over 
me with the snow falling gently around him, landing in his hair and on his jacket, brown strands fluttering softly 
in the wind, cheeks red from the cold, and | watched him remove his sweatshirt and wrap it around my 
shivering shoulders before scooping me up, one hand under my legs and one around my back and waist, 
grunting quietly from the effort to stand back up himself with me in his arms but otherwise acting like | didn't 


weigh more than a child. 


Cuddling into his sweatshirt and his chest | sighed, eyes closing drowsily again, and fell asleep. 


| didn't wake up again until we were back in my room and | was laying on my bed alone. My initial instinct was 
that the fucker had left me in here by myself but then | heard running water and realized at least someone 
was in here with me, presumably Janne unless he had woken Henkka and told him to come in here. But no, it 
was Janne, for he walked out of the bathroom and over to me, smiling, telling me to sit up. And then | felt him 
tug my sweatshirt over my head, prodding me to lift my arms up to make it easier. | felt heavily sedated, my 
eyes still barely open and everything moving in slow motion, and it seemed difficult to speak but | managed a 


weak "what are you doing?” mumble. 


Its okay Allu, l'm not going to hurt you," he soothed, stroking my hair and continuing to remove my clothes. | 
wanted to say that | could do it myself but it seemed too much effort to open my mouth again and force 
sounds out so | just let him do it, blushing a little when he undid my belt and pulled off my pants. He kind of 
hesitated at the boxers, | guess deciding to wait on those and instead carrying me half naked into the 
bathroom. Once again | thought about telling him that | could walk, but | liked being held so | let him carry me, 
thinking vaguely about how nice his bare hands felt on the sensitive skin of my waist. 


When we made it to the bathroom he stripped off my boxers and set me down in a pool of warm water and 


bubbles all the way up my chest so that only my head and the tops of my shoulders stuck out. 
"Is it too hot?" he asked, concerned. 


"No it's perfect," | sighed, melting into the warmth finally after what seemed like hours of being cold. "Thanks 
Janne," | said quietly, half embarrassed that he'd went to all this trouble for me. The water was waking me up 
though and my vision was starting to become clearer and it was definitely getting easier to speak and move 


my own limbs. 


When | looked over to him though he looked heavily distraught, eyes downcast and shoulders slumped. 


‘Oh my god," | paled. "This is what you were talking about, wasn't it? This selfish behavior? Me acting stupid 
and you having to come help me. I'm so so sorry Janne l.. | don't mean to be so self-centered it just happens 
sometimes and.. | mean, you can go now, you don't have to stay in here and take care of me I'm honestly fine 
I'm just.. you know I'm really sorry | didn't mean for you to waste your time and | understand why you must 
hate me sometimes | get it | really do you don't have to sit in here.." | trailed off, staring a hole in the 
bubbles because | couldn't bear to look at him and | couldn't believe | hadn't realized this earlier, that this is 


the exact kind of behavior he was talking about and here | was again. 


But then | felt a hand grip my chin and push my face up, turning it so that | was looking straight into Janne's 
eyes, which appeared horribly pained and slightly wet, glistening in the light. 


"Don't ever think like that Allu. Don't you ever think like that again, okay?" he said sharply, and | was so taken 
aback that all | could do was swallow and nod my head, mouthing the word ‘okay' because | thought if | didn't 
he might break down into tears. Instead he smiled sadly at me and hugged me tightly, probably getting his 
clothes all wet although he didn't seem to care. 


‘I've never hated you. | could never hate you," he whispered, clutching the back of my head, pulling me as close 


as was physically possible. 


"Are you sure l'm not dreaming?" | said quietly, trying to think of a way to test this theory because there 


was no way this was really happening. 
"Alexi you're not dreaming," Janne said, dismayed, and he pulled out of the hug, stepping back to lean against 
the counter, seeimg hurt that | thought that in the first place. "If you want me to leave I'll go.." he frowned, 


looking more and more sad. 


"No! No | don't want that | just..why.. why did you come and get me tonight?" | asked, remembering earlier 
when he'd brushed by me in the hallway. He hadn't seemed to care too much then 


"Because. | think | promised I'd protect you. That you were always safe with me. | already broke that promise 
once Today," he shrugged. 


"| thought you said you didn't remember that.." | said, confused. 
"| lied," he said simply, still with that sad look in his eyes, "but | promise I'll tell you the truth if you tell me 
something," he looked over to me and | nodded for him to continue. "Were you trying to kill yourself tonight? 


Because of those.. those horrible things | said to you this morning?" 


"Kill myself? No | just fell asleep, honestly," | said, mildly confused. 


"Well yeah | found these on your table when | brought you back in here," he said, reaching into his back pocket 
and producing the sleeping pills. 


"| just wanted to go to sleep but | was too.. anxious... so |, uh, took those. That's normal, right?" | asked, still 


unsure why he would assume | was trying to kill myself. 


"Yes but then there was alcohol on your counter and alcohol next to you outside and.. | mean.. you know mixing 


alcohol and sleeping pills can kill you, right? That's why you passed out out there.” 
"Really? No, | had no idea," | said thoughtfully, wondering what would have happened had | actually died. 


"Stupid stupid! You have to read these labels!" he said, tapping the bottle, relieved, and he ruffled my hair, 
seeming to breathe much easier now. "Still, | didn't mean any of those awful things | said to you, not one word 
of it. And please please Alexi don't think any of it was true, | don't know what I'd do without you. You're my 
best friend and | love you so much and | was just scared because, well, | don't know how | really feel about 
you and you make me so confused because when you were asleep in the snow tonight you looked like such an 
angel that all | wanted to do was hold you and kiss you a million times and tell you how perfect you are but 
then sometimes you're my brother, my best friend and bandmate who's a guy and it seems wrong to feel 
that way at all but then when you told me you decisively saw me as more than a friend | just.. got confused 
and frightened. And then you used to get this look in your eyes sometimes like.. | don't even know how to 
describe it but you'd look at me like | was just the only person in the world you ever wanted to see and it 
always scared me then and now | understand what it is - love. You've always loved me and that scares me too 
because... | mean, it was a joke right? We were always joking then, it was just playing around to make people 
uncomfortable and to be funny. But then.. it was never really a joke for you was it? Maybe you didn't know it 
then but | think.. | think it wasn't. And if it wasn't a joke for you then maybe.. maybe it was never a joke for 
me either? I'm so confused and | hate to keep hurting you like this." he stopped, slightly out of breath, and | 
saw the fear in his eyes, but also a hint of something else and maybe it was love or maybe it was wishful 
thinking but the only thing | could think of to do was lean forward and kiss him. Lightly. Just a brush of lips 
really, | wanted to be respectful about it, but he held me there a second longer, hand pressing gently on the 
back of my neck so | didn't pull away too soon, 


"Thanks for telling me," | said quietly. "| understand." 
He just smiled and nodded, kissing my forehead and then my nose. 


"You really are perfect Allu. I'm the one who's fucked up. And I'm feeling really sappy right now so just pretend 
that everything I'm saying isn't the cheesiest thing you've ever heard, okay?" 


“Alright, it's a deal then," | chuckled, letting him rub shampoo into my hair and massage my scalp and kiss my 
head if he wanted to. And the silence was comfortable and | wasn't sure what was going to happen tomorrow 
or what any of this meant but for the time being | just relaxed and let him hold me close and whisper that he 


loved me. 


